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PART    III 

Tin:  I'l-.WTiN'c.  OF  Tin;  .\im'i.i:-thi:k 

('<i\ii:.  lot    us  plant    tlio  applc-t rcf. 
Cleave  the  tmitrli  moeiiswanl  with  tlic  spa<lt'; 
Wide  let   its  lioliitw  IhmI  U'  iiiailc: 
Tlicn-  i^'ciitly  lay  the  nxits,  and  there 
Sift  the  (lark  mould  with  kindly  can",  • 

And  press  it  o'er  them  tenderly. 
As,  round  the  sleepinji  infant's  ieet 
We  softly  fold  the  cradle  sheet ; 

So  plant  we  the  apple-tree. 

What  plant   we  in  this  apple-tree?  * 

Muds,  which  the  lireath  of  summer  days 
Shall  lengthen  into  leafy  nprays; 
Hou^hs  where  the  thrush,  with  crimson  breast, 
Shall  haunt  and  sin<;  and  hide  her  nest  ; 

We  |)lant,  upon  the  sunn>   lea,  *• 

.■\  shadow  for  the  noontide  hour, 
\  shelter  from  the  .summer  shower, 

When  we  jilant  the  apple-tn>e. 

What  plant  we  in  this  apple-tree? 
Sweets  for  a  hundred  flowery  sprinj^s  ** 

To  load  the  May-wind's  restle.ss  wings, 
When,  from  the  orchard  row.  he  pours 
Its  frairrance  through  our  open  doors; 

A  world  of  blossoms  for  the  bee, 


'  -:   f-~!tU?--  . 
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1 1  K.I  I   sv7/.'o/.  l-nETHV  HooK 

riowcrs  fnr  tin-  ^i<•^^  Ui>'l'>  ^'l''"'  '"'•""'• 
r..r  the  nla<l  infant  spriirs  of  l.ln..m, 
\\v  plant  witli  tlic  applr-t rr»'. 

Wlwit  plant  we  in  this  appN'-tn'o? 
rruits  that   shall  swrll  in  sunny  .luiu'. 
An.l  HMldcn  in  th«-  Au'^ust  noon. 
An.l  drop,  when  K«'ntl**  airs  coin*'  by. 
That  fan  tin-  l>lut'  fv'p><''"'"''"  ^*^>  • 

While  rhihlrcn  (•..uu'.  with  cries  ..f  nh'o. 
An.l  s('«"k  tliein  when'  the  fragrant  «ras.s 
li«'trays  their  In-d  to  those  who  pans. 

At  the  foot  of  the  apple-tn-e. 

And  when.  al)ov,'  this  apple-tree. 
The  winter  stars  are  (luiverinU  hrmht . 
.\nd  winds  iii>  howling  through  the  ni^ht . 
Ciirls,  whose  younii  eyes  ..Vrflow  with  nnrth. 
Shall  peel  its  fruit  by  c-otta^e-heart h. 

And  jrucsts  in  prouder  homes  shall  s<}e, 
HeaiHMfwith  the  ^ra|K'  of  ('intra's  vine 
And  f^olden  oraiifie  of  the  line. 

The  fruit  of  the  apple-tree. 

Each  vear  shall  ^nve  this  apple-tree 
A  broader  Hush  of  roseate  bloom. 
A  deejM'r  maze  of  verdurous  gloom. 
Antl  loosen,  when  the  frost-clouds  lower. 
The  crisp  brown  leaves  in  thicker  shower. 

The  years  shall  come  and  pa.ss.  but  we 
Shall  hear  no  lonjjer.  where  we  lie. 
The  summer's  songs,  the  autunm's  sigh, 

In  the  boughs  of  the  apple-tree. 

And  time  shall  waste  this  apple-tree. 
Oh.  when  its  aged  branches  throw 
Thin  shadows  on  the  ground  below, 


4U 


SO 


'11  li.    Ki  l>    1<I\  IK    Vf'V  \(.I:IK 


S!i:ill   ll:ill<l   Mllil   tntrc  all'l   iinii   will 
Opint--  tlif  Wf.ik  ;iiii|  li«'l|)lf->  >\\\\'' 

\\  ii;it  -ii;iii  I  iic  t;i-k-  < -l'  iKi'ir  \  !)<■, 
Aliilil  I  lie  l<iil>  t  l:c  ^t  lllV>,  t  lit-  It  :irs. 
Of  tliioc  uliK  li\f  wlitii  ItiiL'tli  cf  yt'iiis 

Is  wastiim  t  hi-  ;i|»|)lc-I  wv''. 

"\Vli(.  |il;iiitf.|  this  oM  Mpplr-tivi-".'" 
'I'hr  cluldnii  111'  tliiit   distant  (la\ 
'I'litis  III  siiiiif  riL'ttl  iiiaii  shall  say: 
.\ii<l.  L'a/inir  mi  its  iiios-y  sti'in. 
'I'lu'  i:ra\ -haiifil  man  -liall  aii-ufi'  them: 

'  ■  A  |HK'I   cil'  t  \\v  laliil  uas  l,r. 
liiirii  in  the  rudf  I'lil  L'nod  nld  tiii;(-; 
"I'is  said  In-  liiadf  ~ipinf  iHlaint   old  ih\ini'S 

(  »!•  iilaiililiL'  t  Ih'  appif  I  Ifc. 

Wll  M  \\:     Tl    1  I  1  \      I'.KN  \NT. 
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'mi';  i{i:i>  ki\i;k  \ov\<ii.i k 

OiT  and  in  the  ri\(M-  is  \\in<linu; 

'liic  links  i>\  its  lonu  ifd  chain, 
Thnmudi  liclts  ot'  dusk\    i>inf-lanil 

Ami  misty  IcaiiU' >  nl'  |ilaiii. 

Only  at  tinirs  a  sniokf-w  rci't  h 

With  the  drill  iiiLi  clonil-iark  joins,— 

Tlic  sruokc  of  tlif  hunt  iimdndi;cs 
Of  the  wild   AssiiiilioinsI 


Drcarilv  lilows  the  north  wind 
l'>(»in  the  land  of  ifc  and  snow; 

TIk'  eyes  that  look  an-  weary, 
Anil  heavv  the  hands  that  row. 
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And  with  one  fool  on  the  water, 
And  one  upon  the  shore, 
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The  Anjrol  of  Shadow  pivos  warning 
That   (lav  shall  he;  no  moro. 
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Is  if  the  clani:  of  wild-fjooso? 

Is  it   the  Indian's  yell. 
That  lends  to  the  voice  of  the  north  wind 

The  tones  of  a  far-olT  hell? 

The  voyaireur  smiles  as  he  listens 
To  the  sound  that   <rrows  apace; 

Well  he  knows  tiie  vesper  ringing 
Of  the  iiells  of  St.  Boniface— 

The  hells  of  the   Roman  Mission. 

That   call  from  their  turret.s  twain,' 
To  the  l)oatnian  on  the  river, 

To  t  he  hunter  on  the  plain! 

Kven  so  in  our  nuirtal  journey 

The  hitter  north  winds  blow. 
And  thus  upon  life's  Mod  River 

Our  hearts,  as  oarsmen,  row. 
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And  when  the  Angel  of  Shadow 
Rests  his  feet    on  wave  and  shore. 

And  our  eyes  grow  dim  with  watching. 
And  our  hearts  faint  at  the  our. 
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IIa!)i)y  is  he  who  heareth 

Tlie  signal  of  his  relea.se 
In  the  hells  of  the  Holy  City, 

The  chimes  of  eternal  ixnice!  *• 

John   Cjrkkni.kak  Whittier. 

>  Turrets  twain— TIk- did  clnirch  at  St.  Boniface,  on  the 
Ri'il  Kivcr.  upjKisitL-  Winnipoi^,  was  burned  down  in  1800. 
Tile  i)resent  ciuirch  has  but  one  tower. 


THE  fi TRIAL  OF  MOSES  9 

THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS 

Thkrk  is  not  in  the  wide  world  a  valley  so  sweet 

As  that  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  l)rif;ht  waters'  meet: 

Oh'  the  last  ravs  of  feelinj:  and  life  must  depart. 

Ere  the  bloom  <")f  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my  heart. 

Yet  it  was  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o'er  the  scene      " 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  preen; 
Twas  not  her  soft  magic  of  streandet()r  hill, 
Oh,  no!  it  was  something  more  exquisite  still. 

'Twas  that  friends,  the  beloved  of  my  bosom,  were  near. 
Who  made  each  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more  dear,'" 
And  w>-  >  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  Nature  improve 
When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 

Sweet  ^'ale  of  Avoca!  how  calm  could  I  rest 

In  thv  nosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best, 

Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this  cold  world  should 

cease, 
And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  he  mingled  in  peace. 

Thomas  Moore. 


THE  BURIAL  OF  MOSES  = 

By  Ncbo's  lonely  mountain. 

On  this  side  .Jordan's  wave. 
In  a  vale  in  the  land  of  Moab 
There  lies  a  lonely  grave; 
>  Briffht  waters— The    Rivers   Arvon   and    Avoca.      "The 
meefinrof   the  waters  torms  a  part  of  that  beautiful  scener 
which  lies  between  Rathdrum  and  Arklow    m  the  County  of 
Wicklow.  and  these  lines  were  suggested  bv  a  visit  to  this 
romantic  spot  in  the  summer  of  the  year  1807. 

2  The  Burial  of  Moaeii— Read    Deuteronomy  xxxii.,  46-uO 
and  xxxiv,,  3-6. 
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And  no  man  knows  that  sopulrhre. 

And  no  man  saw  it  e'er. 
For  tho  angels  of  (lod  upturn 'd  the  sod, 

And  laid  the  dead  man  there. 


That  was  the  grandest  fimeral 

That  ever  pass'd  on  cailh: 
Hut  no  man  heard  tlie  tramphng, 

Or  saw  the  train  <^o  forth — 
Noiselessly  as  the  daylight 

Comes  hack  when  nifjlit  is  done, 
And  the  crimson  streak  on  ocean's  cheek 

CJrows  into  the  great  sun; 
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Noiselessly  as  the  spring-time 

Her  crown  of  verdure  weaves. 
And  all  the  trees  on  all  the  hills 

Open  their  thousand  leaves; 
So  without  sound  of  music, 

Or  voice  of  them  that  wept. 
Silently  down  from  the  mountain's  crown, 

The  great  procession  swept. 

Perchance  the  bald  old  eagle 

On  gray  Reth-peor's  height 
Out  of  his  lonely  eyrie 

Look'd  on  the  wondrous  sight; 
Perchance  the  lion  stalking 

Still  shuns  that  hallow 'd  spot, 
For  beast  and  l)ird  have  seen  and  heard 

That  which  man  knowcth  not. 

But  when  the  warrior  dieth. 

His  comrades  in  the  war, 
With  arms  reversed  and  muffled  drum, 

Follow  his  funeral  car; 
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They  show  the  banners  taken, 

They  tell  his  battles  won. 
And  after  him  lead  his  masterless  steed, 

While  peals  the  minute  jj;un. 
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Amid  the  noblest  of  the  land, 

We  lay  the  safre  to  rest. 
And  fiive  the  bard  an  honour'd  place. 

With  costly  marble  dressed, 
In  the  great  minster  transept 

Where  lights  like  glories  fall. 
And  the  organ  rings,  and  the  sweet  choir  sings. 

Along  the  cmblazonVl  wall. 
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This  was  the  truest  warrior, 

That  ever  buckled  sword; 
This  the  most  gifted  poet 

That  ever  breathed  a  word; 
And  never  earth's  philosopher 

Traced  with  his  golden  pen 
On  the  deathless  page  truths  half  so  sage 

As  he  wrote  down  for  men. 
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And  had  he  not  high  honour — 

The  hill-side  for  a  pall. 
To  lie  in  state  while  angels  wait 

With  stars  tor  tapers  tall,  " 

And  the  dark  n)ck  pines,  like  tossing  plumes 

Over  his  bier  to  wave. 
And  God's  own  hand  in  that  lonely  land 

To  lay  him  in  the  grave. 


In  that  strange  grave  without  a  name, 

Whence  his  uncoffind  clav 
Shall  break  again,  O  wondrous  thought, 

Before  the  judgment -day, 
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And  stand  with  <:l()rv  wrapt  arouncl 

On  the  hills  lie  never  trod, 
And  speak  of  the  strife  that  won  our  life 

With  the  Incarnate  Son  of  v'lod? 
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O  lonely  jirave  in  Moab's  land! 

()  dark  Bet  h-j)eor's  hill! 
Speak  to  these  curious  hearts  of  ours 

And  teach  them  to  be  still, 
(iod  hath  His  mysteries  of  ^race, 

Ways  that  we  cannot  tell; 
He  hides  thcnn  deej)  like  the  hidden  sleep 

Of  him  He  loved  so  well. 

Mrs    C    F.   Ale-xantikr. 


THI-:  FISHERMHN 

Hurrah!'  the  seaward  breezes 

Sweep  down  the  bay  amain; 
Heave  up,  my  lads,  the  anchor! 

Run  up  the  sail  ajiain! 
Leave  to  the  lublier  landsmen 

The  rail-road  and  the  steed; 
The  st:i'>  of  heaven  shall  guide  us, 

The  breath  of  heaven  shall  sjX'ed. 

From  the  hill-top  looks  tiie  steeple. 

And  the  lifihthou.sc  from  tlie  sand; 
.\nd  the  scattered  pines  are  wavinjj; 

Their  farewell  from  the  land. 
One  filance.  my  lads,  behind  us. 

For  the  homes  we  leave  one  sia;h, 
Ere  we  take  tlie  change  and  chances 

Of  the  ocean  and  the  skv. 
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We'll  drop  our  lines,  and  gather 
Old  Ocean's  treasures  in, 
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Whore'er  tlio  mottled  luackcrol 

Turtis  up  ;.  ^t«'cl-<hirk  i'm. 
Tlio  son's  (lur  ficM  <>f  liarvcst, 

Its  scaly  tritx's,  "ur  ^ruin; 
We'll  reap  the  teeiniiiji  waters. 

At  liDine.  they  reap  the  plain! 

Though  the  mist  upon  our  jackets 

In  the  bitter  air  eonjieals. 
Ami  our  lines  wiml  stitT  and  slowly 

From  otY  the  fro/en  reels; 
Though  the  foj5  be  dark  around  us. 

And  the  storm  blow  h\\l\\  and  loud, 
We  will  whistle  down  the  wild  wind, 

And  luufih  beneath  the  cloud. 

In  the  darkness  as  in  daylijiht, 

On  the  water  as  on  land, 
(iod's  eye  is  looking  on  us. 

And  i)eneath  us  is  His  hand! 
Death  will  tind  us  i^nnx  or  later. 

On  the  deck  or  in  the  cot; 
And  we  cannot  meet  him  better 

Than  in  working  out  our  lot. 


Hurrah!  hurrah!   the  west  wind 

Comes  freshcninji  down  the  bay, 
The  risinf?  sails  are  tilling,— 

Give  way,  my  lads,  give  way! 
Leave  the  coward  landsman  clinging 

To  the  dull  earth  like  a  weed,— 
The  stars  of  heaven  shall  guide  us, 

The  breath  of  heaven  shall  speed. 

John  Gkeknleaf  Whittier. 
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JOCK  OF  hazfm)i:a\ 

"Why  weep  yv  hy  the  tiilc.  lii<lie? 

Why  wecj)  ye  hy  the  tide? 
ril  wed  yo  to  my  youn^ost  son, 

And  yo  sull  1k'  lii^  l)iido: 
And  yo  sail  ho  his  hrido,  ladio. 

Sao  coinoly  to  ho  soon"  — 
But  ayo  sho  loot  tho  toars  down  fa' 

For  .htck  of  Ilazoldoan. 

"No.,  lot  this  wilfu'  jxriof  ho  done, 

And  dry  thy  chook  so  palo; 
Youn<r  Frank  is  chiof  of  Frriniiton 

And  lord  of  LanKloy-<lalo: 
His  stop  is  first  in  poacofu'  ha', 

His  sword  in  hat.lo  koon " — 
Hut  ayo  sho  loot  Mio  toars  down  fa' 

I'or  .lock  of  Hazoldoan. 

''A  chain  of  jjold  yo  sail  not  lack. 

Nor  hraid  to  hind  your  hair. 
Nor  Miettlod  hound,  nor  nianajiod  '  hawk, 

Xor  palfroy  fresh  and  fair; 
And  you  the  foremost  o'  tliem  a' 

Shall  ride  our  forest -(jueon" — 
liut  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa' 

W)V  Jock  of  Hazoldoan. 

Tho  kirk  was  docked  at  mc^rninf!;  tide, 

Tho  tapors  frlimmoroct  f-  ir; 
Tho  priost  and  hridojrnxun  wait  the  hridc, 

And  damo  and  kni<rht  are  there; 
Thoy  s(Mi<:ht  her  haith  hy  howor  and  ha' 

Tho  hulio  was  not  soon! 
She's  o"or  tho  hordor  and  awa' 

\Vi'  Jnrk  -.4  Ha^eklean 

Sir  Walter  Scott. 
»  Managed — Trained 
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THE  LAST  LEAF  !& 

THK  LAST   LI:AF' 

1  SAW  him  once  before, 
A.-;  ho  piu^sccl  by  tlu-  door. 

And  a^ain 
The  pavenuMit  stones  resound,  ^ 

As  he  totters  o'er  the  t;round 

With  his  eane. 

Thev  say  that   in  his  prime, 
Kre  the  pruninu-knife  of  Time 

Cut  him  »h)\vn. 
Not  a  better  man  was  found 
liy  the  Crier  on  his  round 

Through  the  town. 

But  now  he  walks  tlie  streets, 
And  he  h)oks  at  all  he  meets 

J^ad  and  wan, 
And  he  shakes  his  feeble  head. 
That  it  seems  as  if  he  said, 

"They  are  pone." 

The  mossy  marbles  rest 

On  the  lips  that  he  has  presst 

In  their  bloom. 
And  the  names  he  loved  to  hear 
Have  been  earved  for  many  a  year 

On  the  tomb. 

My  grandmamma  has  said — 
Poor  old  lady,  she  is  dead 
Long  ago — 
1  The  Last  Leaf-Thi.  voom  was  sugRested  to  the  author 
-bv  the  siRht  of  a  t^gun.  well  knmvn  toBoston.ans^mJWl^a^^^ 
1S;V'    that  ot  Major  Thoma^  .Mdvulc.    wic    i^--    -   ■^■■-  ^^\ 
hats'  as  he  was  somot,mes  called  -     Strangely  enough.  Holmes 
himself  lived  to  be  '•the  last  leaf  upon  the  tree.  . 
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That  he  had  a  Kctinaii  nos<', 
And  liis  chi'fk  was  like  a  rose 
In  the  snow. 

But  now  his  noso  is  thin, 
And  it  rests  upon  his  chin 

Like  a  statY. 
And  a  crook  is  in  his  l)ack, 
And  a  nieUmcholy  crack 

In  his  hiu^h. 

1  know  it  is  a  sin 
For  me  to  sit  and  grin 

At  him  here; 
But  the  old  t hree-cf.rnered  hat, 
And  the  breeches,  and  all  that, 

Are  so  queer! 

And  if  I  should  live  to  be 
The  last  leaf  upon  the  tree 

In  the  spring. 
Let  them  smile,  as  I  do  now, 
At  the  old  forsaken  bough 

Where  I  cling. 

Ulivkr  Wendell  Holmes. 


THE  THRUSH'S  NEST 

Within  a  thick  and  spreading  hawthorn  bush, 
That  overhung  a  mole-hill  large  and  round, 
I  heard  from  morn  to  morn  a  merry  thrush 
Sing  hymns  of  rapture,  while  I  drank  the  sound 
With  joy:  and  oft  an  unintruding  guest, 
I  Viiitcli'd  lier  secret  toils  from  day  to  day, 
How  true  she  warp'd  the  moss  to  form  her  nest, 
And  modell'd  it  within  with  wood  aiid  clay. 
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And  bv  and  by.  like  h(>ath-lK>lls  >iilt  with  dow 


There  hiv  her  shinini:  efijis  a 


bri>rht  as  flowers, 
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Ink-spot te<l  over,  shells  of  preen  and  blue; 
And  there  I  witness'd  in  the  summer  hours. 
A  brood  of  nature's  minstrels  chirp  and  tly. 
Glad  as  the  sunshine  and  the  lauphinu  sky. 

John  Clare. 
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Mf.rry  it  is  in  the  good  greenwood, 

Where  the  mavis  and  merle'  are  singing, 
When  the  deer  sweeps  by,  and  the  hounds  are  in 

cry. 
And  the  hunter's  horn  is  ringing. 

"O  Alice  Brand,  my  native  land 

Is  lost  for  love  of  you: 
And  we  must  hold  by  wood  and  wold, 

As  outlaws  wont  to  do. 


"()  Alice,  'twas  all  for  thy  locks  so  bright, 
And  'twas  all  for  thine  eyes  so  blue, 

That  on  the  night  of  our  luckless  flight 
Thy  brother  bold  I  slew. 

"Now  I  must  teach  to  hew  the  l)eech 
The  hand  that  held  the  glaive .^ 

For  leaves  to  spread  our  lowly  bed, 
And  stakes  to  fence  our  cave. 

"And  for  vest  of  pall,'  thy  fingers  small 
That  wont  on  harp  to  stray, 
»  Mavis  and  merle — Thrush  and  blackbird. 
2  Qlaive — Sword. 
s  Pall — Purple  cloth  of  fine  texture. 
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A  cldak  must  .slicnr  from  the  slauy;liten!(l  deer, 
T<}  keep  the  cold  away.'"  -  ^ 

"  i)  Richard,  if  my  l)rotli('r  di«'d, 

"Fwas  hut  a  fatal  cliaiicc. 
For  darkliii(i;  \v:us  the  hat  tic  tried. 

And  forturu'  sjM'd  the  lance. 

"If  pall  and  vair'  no  more  I  wear,  * 

Nor  thou  the  crimson  sheen,- 
As  warm,  we'll  say,  is  the  rus.s(>t  pray. 

As  gay  the  forest  green. 

"And  Richard,  if  our  lot  he  hard 

And  lost  thy  native  land,  * 

Still  Alice  has  her  own  Itichard, 

And  he  his  Alice  Brand." 
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'Tis  merry,  'tis  merry  in  good  greenwoo<i, 

So  hlithe  Lady  Alice  is  singing; 
On  the  heech's  pride  and  oak's  hrown  side, 

Lord  Richard's  axe  is  ringing. 

Up  spoke  the  moody  Ellin  King, 

Who  woned  wi'liin  the  hill, — 
Like  wind  in  the  porch  of  a  ruined  church, 

Ills  voice  was  ghostly  shrill: 

"Why  sounds  yon  stroke  on  hcech  and  oak, 

Our  moonlight  circle's'  screen'.' 
Or  who  comes  here  to  chase  the  deer 
Beloved  of  our  Elfin  Queen? 
*  Vair — A  very  costly  fur. 
2  Crimson  sheen — Beautiful  crimson  cloth. 
'  Circle — Peculiar  circles  of  dark  j^reen  grass  often  found  in 
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these  by  saying  that  they  are  formed  by  the  feet  of  the  fairies 
while  dancing. 
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Or  who  iiiiiy  <l:iro  <»n  \v(tl<l  t<»  wear 
The  fairu's'  fatal  nrwn? 

"  I'l),  rrfian.  up'  ^'*  >'""  nif""tal  \no, 

Tor  tliou  wrrt  (hrist«MU'(l  man; 
For  rross  or  sijin  thou  wih  not  fly,  ^ 

For  tiiuttcrcd  word  or  han. 

••Lay  on  him  the  rurse  of  tho  wiihoHMl  heart, 

The  cvirso  of  the  sleepless  eye; 
Till  he  wish  an.l  pray  that  his  lifi;  would  part, 

Nor  yet  find  leave  to  die." 

•Tis  inerrv.  'tis  inerrv  in  Kood  fireenwood, 
Though  the  l.irds  have  stilled  their  sinfiinR; 

Th«>  evening  lil:iz<'  '^''^^^  '^''"'*'  ^'^'^'' 
And  Hiehard  is  fafif^ot.s  l)rinf?in«. 

Ip  Irfian  starts,  that   hideous  dwarf 

Befoa'  Lord  Uiehard  stands, 
And.  as  he  eross<>d  and  l)les.sed  himself, 
"  1  fear  not  sinn."  quoth  the  grisly  elf,^ 

••That  is  made  with  bloody  hands." 

Hut  out  then  spoke  she,  Aliee  lirand, 

That  woman  void  of  fear,— 
"And  if  there's  blood  upon  his  hand, 

'Tis  but  the  blood  of  deer."— 

"Now  loud  thou  liest,  thou  bold  of  moodl 

It  cleaves  unto  his  hand, 
The  stain  of  thine  own  kindly '  blood, 

The  blood  of  Ethert  Brand." 

Then  forward  stepped  she,  Alice  Brand, 
And  made  the  holy  bigu, — 
I  Kindly — Of  your  own  kin. 
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"  AikI  if  tlicn-'s  hlonil  111!  liirhanl's  hand, 
A  s|M)llcxs  liaixl  is  mine. 

"And  I  «<iiij\in'  lln-c  Dniinn  Klf, 

Hy  Him  whom  Drmniis  fear, 
Tn  show  us  wlioiicc  thou  art  thyself, 

Arid  what  thy  crratid  licrr!" 

""Pis  merry,  'tis  merry  in  Kairy-hiud. 

\Vhe!i  fairy   birds  are  siimiiijl. 
When  tlie  eourt  (h.th  ride  by  their  monareh's  side. 

With  l)it   ami  hri<lle  rin^iuf:: 

"And  saily  sliines  the  Kairydand  —  ^ 

Hut  all  is  ^listeniuK  show, 
Like  the  idle  filcam  that   Deeeuiher's  beam 

I'an  dart  on  ice  and  snow. 

"And  fadin^^  like  that   varied  sleani. 

Is  our  inconstant  shajx', 
Who  n<»w  hke  knij^lit  and  lady  seem, 

And  now  like  dwarf  and  ape. 

"  It  was  between  the  ni^lit  and  day, 

When  the  fairy  kinji  has  j)ower, 
That  I  sunk  down  in  a  sinful  fray, 
And  'twixt  life  and  death  was  snatched  away 

To  the  joyless  Klfin  bower. 

"But  wist   I  of  a  woman  bold, 

Who  thrice  my  brow  durst  si<z;n, 
I  mi^iht  rej^ain  my  mortal  mould  — 

As  fair  a  form  as  thine." 
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She  crossed  him  (mce  —she  crossed  him  twice 

Tiiai  huly  vva.~'  so  l>ravc; 
The  fouler  jjrew  his  <:ol)lin  hue, 

The  darker  grew  the  cave. 


r^'Mlij ,..  .■Ri.tic"' 
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THE  ivy  '/KH/:v 

She  cn.Hsr.l  him  tliri.r,  tliat  hulv  I...1.1. 

II,.  n.sf  hcncath  Ikt  IhukI 
The  fairrst  kmi:l.t   o.i  Scuttisl.  miduM. 

Ih-r  hn.thtT.  F-llit-rt   Hraiul! 
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Merrv  it  is  in  uo<..l  ^n'mwood. 

WiuMitlu- mavis  a!i<l  im-rlr  arc  sinumtr. 
hut  mrrruT  uvrr  tl.cy  in  DumtVrniluu'  irray. 

WIk'U  all  the  bells  were  niijimir. 

Sik  Wai.tkk  Scott. 
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THK  IVY  C.UFEN 

O  A  .lainty  plant  is  the  Ivy  jirom. 

That  crcrju'lh  oVr  ruins  old! 
On  rijiht  choice  food  are  his  meals.  I  worn, 

In  his  cell  so  lone  and  colil. 
The  wall  must  1k'  crumbled,  the  stone  decayed. 

To  pleasure  his  dainty  whim; 
And  the  m.»ulderin^  dust  that  years  have  made 

Is  a  merry  meal  for  him. 

Creepinfi  where  no  life  is  se(>n, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  Ivy  green. 

l-ast  he  steals  on.  thoufih  he  wears  no  wings, 

\nd  a  staunch  old  heart  has  he; 
How  closely  he  twineth.  how  close  he  dings 

To  his  friend  the  huge  oak  tree! 
And  slilv  he  traileth  along  the  ground, 

And  his  leaves  he  gently  waves, 
As  he  jovouslv  hugs  and  crawleth  round 

The  rich  mould  of  dead  men's  graves. 

UeepUiK  wncic  h^^-u  i.Jea-. ..  ---    . 

A  rare  old  plant  is  the  Ivy  green. 
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Whole  ages  liuvc  fled,  and  their  works  decayed, 

And  nations  have  scattered  been; 
lint  the  stout  old  Ivy  shall  nc    r  fade 

From  its  hale  and  hearty  jireen. 
Th(!  brave  old  plant  in  its  lonely  days 

Shall  fatten  on  the  past  ; 
For  the  stateliest  building  man  can  raise 

Is  the  Ivy's  food  at  last. 

Creeping  on  where  Time  has  been, 
A  rare  old  jjlant  is  the  Ivy  green! 

CHAKI.1-,S     DkKK.NS. 
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C LEX AH A' 

O  iiKAiu)  ye  yon  piljroch  sound  sad  in  the  gale, 
\\  here  a  band  comet ii  slowly  with  weeping  and  wail? 
'Tis  the  chief  of  (Jlenara  laments  for  his  dear; 
And  her  sire,  and  the  pe(tj)le,  are  call'd  to  her  bier. 

(Jlenara  came  first  with  the  mourners  and  shroud;     ^ 
Her  kinsmen  they  follow'd,  but  niournd  not  aloud: 
Their  plaids  all  their  bosoms  were  folded  around; 
Tliey   march'  I    all   in   silence, — they   look'd   on  the 
ground. 

'  QloDara— "Maclean,  of  Duart,  having  determined  to  get 
rid  of  his  wife,  'Ellen  of  Lorn,"  had  her  treacherously  conveyed 
t(j  a  rock  in  tlie  sea,  where  she  was  left  to  perish  by  the  ris'ing 
tide.  He  then  announced  U)  her  kinsmen  "his  sudden 
bereavement,'  and  exhorted  them  to  ioin  in  his  grief.  In 
the  meantime  the  lady  was  accidentally  rescued  from  the 
certain  death  that  awaited  her,  and  restored  to  her  father. 
Her  husband,  little  suspecting  wliat  had  happened,  was  suf- 
fered to  go  through  the  solemn  mockerv  of  a  funeral.  At 
last,  when  the  bier  rested  at  the  'grav  stone  of  her  cairn.'  on 
examinatitm  of  the  cothn  by  her  kinsmen,  it  was  found  to 
co'.ii.u;;  stones,  ratMiisii,  itr  ,  \\ln_-ii-ui)oii  Maclean  was  nisiaiil- 
ly  sacntii'ed  Ijy  the  Clan  Dougal  and  ihrort-n  into  the  ready- 
made  grave.  " 
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THE  EAGLE  AXO  THE  FLY 
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In  silence  they  reach'd  over  mountain  and  moor, 
To  a  heath,  where  the  oak-tree  grew  k)nely  and  hoar:  '" 
"  Now  here  let  us  pkice  the  gray  stone  of  her  cairn: 
Why  speak  ye  no  word!"— said  Glenara  the  stern. 

"And  tell  me,  I  charge  you!  ye  clan  of  my  spouse, 
Wliy  fold  ye  your  mantles,  why  cloud  ye  your  brows?' 
So  spake  the  rude  chieftain: — no  answer  is  made, 
Hut  each  mantle  unfolding,  a  dagger  display 'd. 

"I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  shroud," 
Cried  a  voice  from  the  kinsmen,  all  wrathful  and  loud: 
"And  emj)ty  that  shrouil  and  that  colHn  did  seem: 
(denara!  Glenara!  now  read  me  my  dream!" 

Oh,  pale  grew  the  cheek  of  that  chieftain,  1  ween, 
When  the  shroud  was  unclosed,  and  no  lady  was  seen; 
When  a  voice  from  t  be  kinsmen  s{)oke  louder  in  scorn, 
'Twas  the  youth  who  had    loved  the    fair  Ellen  of 
•    Lorn: 

"I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  grief, 
I  dreamt  that  her  lord  was  a  barbarous  chief: 
On  a  rock  of  the  ocean  fair  Ellen  did  seem: 
Glenara!  Glenara!  now  read  me  my  dream!" 

!n  dust  low  the  traitor  has  knelt  to  the  ground, 
And  the  desert  reveal'd  where  his  lady  was  found; 
I'rom  a  rock  of  the  ocean  that  beauty  is  borne— 
Now  joy  to  the  house  of  fair  Ellen  of  Lorn! 

Thomas  Campbell. 
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THE  EAGLE  AND  THE  FLY 

Whkx  tender  ewes,  brought  home  with  evening  sun, 

Wend  to  their  folds, 

And  to  their  holds 
The  shepherds  trudge  when  liglit  of  day  is  done, 

L'pon  a  tree 


mr^mjM^^L 
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The  Cii^le,  Jove's  fair  l)inl,'  did  ix-rch; 

There  resteth  he: 
A  Httle  lly  his  harbour  tlieii  diil  search, 
And  did  presume,  thou^ii  others  laughed  thereat, 
To  {XMch  wliereas  the  princely  eagle  sat. 

The  eagle  frowned  and  shook  his  royal  wings, 

An<l  charged  the  lly 

From  hence  to  liie: 
Afraid,  in  haste,  the  little  creature  flings, 

Vet    seeks  again. 
Fearful,  to  {xtcIi  him  by  the  eagle's  side: 

With  moody  vein. 
The  speedy  j)ost  of  (lanymede"  replied, 
"  Vassal,  avaunt,  or  with  niy  wings  you  die; 
Is  't  lit  an  eagle  seat  him  with  u  fly?" 

The  fly  craved  pity,  still  the  eagle  frowned: 

The  silly  fly, 

lieady  to  die. 
Disgraced,  displaced,  fell  grovelling  to  the  ground; 

The  eagle  saw, 
And  with  a  royal  mind  said  to  the  fly, 

"  Iki  not  in  awe; 
1  scorn  by  me  tlie  meanest  creature  die; 
Then  seat  thee  here."     The  joyful  fly  upflings, 
And  sate  safe  shadowed  with  the  eagle's  wings. 

Robert  Greene. 
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ALADDIN 

WnE.v  J  was  a  beggarly  boy, 

And  lived  in  a  cellar  damp, 
I  iiad  not  a  friend  nor  a  toy. 

But  1  had  Aladdin's  lamp; 

*  Jove's  fair  bird— The  eagle  was  sacred  to  Jupiter  orZeus, 
liie  kiiig  ul  llie  gods  aiiujng  liie  Greeks  and  liie  Roiuaiis. 

*  Oanyme  le — The  cup-bearer  of  the  Gods.     He  is  generally 
represented  as  riding  on  the  back  of  an  eagle. 


m^;J^T_,M^f^:g#P^^Ap^^^ 


THE  TliiKR 

When  I  fould  not  slocp  fnr  tlic  coM. 

I  had  fire  cnoiiilli  in  ">>■  I'ra'm, 
Ami  l)Viilil('<l.  witli  roofs  of  fxoM. 

Mv  beautiful  castles  in  Spain!' 


Since  then  I  liavc  toiled  day  and  niiht. 

I  have  money  ami  power  tiood  store, 
But  I'd  sive  all  my  lamps  of  silver  hrifrht 

F<ir  the  one  that  is  mine  no  more; 
Take.  Fortune,  whatever  you  choose, 

You  jrave,  and  tnay  snatch  a^'ain: 
I  have  nothinii;  'twoiMd  pain  me  to  lose. 

For  I  own  no  more  lastles  in  Spain! 

JaMI-.S    RlSSKI.I.    LowKt. 
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Till':  TIC.F.R 

Ticer!  Tiger!  hurniim  brijrht 
In  the  forests  of  the  ni^dit . 
What  immortal  hand  or  eye 
Frarn'd  thy  fearful  symmetry? 

In  what  distant  deeps  or  skies 
Hurn'd  the  fervour  of  thine  (>y(>s? 
On  what  winjis  dar'd  he  aspire  — 
What  the  hand  dar'd  seize  the  lire? 


And  what  shoulder  and  what  art 
Could  twist  the  sinews  of  thy  heart? 
When  thy  heart  he<ran  to  beat. 
What  dread  haml  torm'd  thy  drea<l  feet"? 

What  the  hammer,  what  the  chain 
Formed  thy  strength  and  forged  thy  brum".' 

1  Castles  in  Spun — Dream  castles, 
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Wliiit   the  ;iii\ii?     What   dread  ^rasp 
Dar'd  tliy  deadly  terrors  clasi)? 

When  the  .-tar.--  tliicw  (h)\vii  their  spears. 
And  -[)iiiikled  hea\'ii  with  shiiiini:  tears. 
Did   He  sii'ile,  hi>  work  to  see? 
Did  He  who  made  tlie  hiinl)  make  thee? 

Wii.i.iAM    BrAKi; 

Hrx'n\<;  soxi; 

W\Ki.\.  lord>  and  hidies  uay! 
On  the  mountain  (hiwns  the  (hiy: 
All  t  he  jolly  chasc"  is  liei"(\ 
Witli  hawk  and  horse  and  hunt  iim->^poar! 
-Iloiuiils  are  in  their  couples  yellini;. 
Hawks  are  whist  linir.  horns  are  knellinir. 
M(MTily.   merrily,  minirle  they:    - 
''Waken,  lords  and  hulies^ay!" 

Waken,  lords  .nnd  ladi(\s  cay! 

The  mist  has  l(>t't  the  mountain  irray, 

S|)rin<ilels  in  th<>  dawn  are  stroamiufr, 

Diamonds  on  th(>  brake  are  <!;Ieaniinii, 

And  foresters  ha\-e  husy  l)een 

To  traok  the  t>uck  in  thicket  izrron; 

Now  wo  coiuo  to  chant  our  lay:  — 

"Waken,  lords  and  ladies  izav!'' 


Waken,  lords  and  ladies  pay! 

To  the  irreenwood  haste  away: 

\\'o  can  show  you  where  he  lies. 

lT(H't  ot"  foot   and  tall  of  size: 

We  ca!i  sliow  the  marks  he  made 

W  liei'e    iramst  t  lie  (K'lk  his  aiitlors.  fravofl: 

You  shall  see  him  hrouirht  to  ])ay — 

"Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay!" 


THE  EXILE  OE  ER!\ 
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Loudor,  1<)U<I(T  chant   tli(>  lay. 

Waken,  lords  ami  ladies  {iny! 

Tell  them,  youth  and  mirth  and  t^lee 

Hun  a  course  a.s  well  as  we; 

Time,  stern  huntsman!   who  can  haulk, 

Staunch  as  hound,  and  fleet   as  hawk? 

Think  of  this.  ;ind  rise  with  day 

(lentle  lords  and  ladies  ^ay! 

Sir   Waitfr   Scott 
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TiiF.ni;  came  to  the  heach  a  poor  I-\ile  of  l>in. 

The  dew  on  his  thin  robe  was  heavy  ami  chill: 
For  his  count-  '"*  sijih'd.  when  at  twilif^ht    repairing 

To  wander  ■  by  the  wind-beaten  hill: 

But  the  day-siar  attracted  his  eye's  sad  devotion, 
l"or  it  rose  o'er  his  own  native  isle  of  the  ocean 
Where  once,  in  the  fire  of  his  youthful  emotion, 

He  sang  the  bold  anthem  of  Krin  go  bragh.' 

Sad  is  my  fate!  .said  the  heart-broken  stranger; 

The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee, 
Hut  1  have  no  refuge  from  famine  and  danger, 

A  home  and  a  country  remain  not  to  me. 
Never  again,  in  the  green  sunny  bowers. 
Where  my  forefathers  lived    shall  1  spend  the  .sweet 

hours. 
Or  cover  my  harp  with  the  wild  woven  flowers, 

And  strike  to  the  numbers  of  Erin  go  bragh! 

Frin.  my  country!  though  sad  and  forsaken, 
In  dreams  1  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore; 

But,  alas!  in  a  far  foreign  land  I  awaken, 

And  sig  i  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  me  no  more! 

^  Erin  go  bragh — Ireland  forever. 
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Oil  cruol  fate!   wilt  thou  iiovor  roplaco  mo 
111  a  mansion  of  poaco — when'  no  perils  can  chaso  mo? 
Never  aj^ain  shall  my  brothers  emhrace  me? 
They  died  to  defend  me  or  live  to  de|)lore! 

Where  is  my  cahin-door,  fast  hy  the  wild-wood? 

Sisters  and  sire!  (lid  ye  weej)  for  its  fall? 
Where  is  the  mother  that  look'd  on  my  childhood; 

And  wher(>  is  the  bosom  friend  dearer  than  all? 
Oil!  my  sad  heart  I   lonj:  ahaiuhined  by  pleasure, 
Why  did  it  dote  on  a  fast-fading  treasure? 
Tears,  like  the  rain-dro{),  may  fall  without  measure, 

Hut  rapture  and  beauty  they  cannot  recall. 

Yet   all  its  sad  recollections  suppressint:. 
One  dyin;i  wish  my  lone  bosom  can  draw; 

llrini  an  exile  bo(jueaths  thee  his  blessinp! 
Land  of  my  forefathers!   I->in  iro  bra^h! 

Buried  and  cold,  when  my  heart  stills  her  motion. 

(Iroon  bo  thy  fields, — sweetest  isle  of  the  ocean! 

And  thy  harp-strikinix  bards  sin^  aloud  with  devotion,- 
Erin  muvournin,' — Krin  jjo  bragh! 

Thomas  Campbf.i-i.. 
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THE  STOR.M 

0  GRIP  the  oarth,  yo  forest  trees, 
(liip  well  the  earth  to-night. 

The  Storm-(lo(,l  rides  across  the  seas 
To  greet  the  morning  light. 

All  clouds  that  wander  through  the  skies 
Are  tangled  in  his  net. 

1  he  viiiu-vs  ri.iir;  i:.i-,c  s,nXii  I ncir  c\es, 

The  breakers  fume  and  fret. 
'  Erin  mavoumin — Ireland,  mv  dear  one. 
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THE  ^T'  'KM 

Tlu  birds  tliut  rUvvv  tlif  woods  all  day 

Now  treinbU-  in  ili<'i"'  nests. 
The  friant  hranclu'S  round  llicni  sway, 

The  wild  wind  lu-vcr  n-sts. 

The  scjuirrel  and  th-  cunnini:  fox 

Have  liurricd  to  their  holes. 
ViiV  otT.  like  distant  earth. lUake  shocks. 

The  muffled  thunder  rolls. 

In  scores  of  hidden  woodland  dells 
Where  no  roujih  winds  can  harm. 

The  timid  wild-llowers  to<s  their  l)ells, 
In  reast)nless  alarm. 

Only  the  mountains  rear  their  forms 

Silent  and  iirim  and  l)old. 
To  them  the  voices  of  the  storms 

Are  as  a  tale  re-told. 

Tliey  saw  the  stars  in  heaven  hung. 
They  lieard  the  jireat  .sea's  birth, 
Thev  know  the  aneient  pain  that  wrung 


I  linec 


The  entrails  of  the  earth. 

Sprung  from  great  nature's  roya 
They  share  her  deep  repose.— 

Their  rugged  shoulders  robed  in  pines. 
Their  foreheads  crowned  with  snows. 

But  now  there  comes  a  lightning  Hash, 
.\nd  now  on  hill  and  plain. 


The  charging  c 


louds  in  fury  dash 


With  sheets  uf  blinding  rain. 
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GrriKr.E   Scott. 
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'I'm;  oiTLAW 

()  HKir.vAi.i.  hiniks  arc  wild  ami  fair, 

Ami  (Ircta  woods  aiv  iirccn, 
And  you  may  jiatlicr  <:arlaiids  there 

Would  iinuT  a  suiiiincr  (|U(H;n. 
And  as  I  rodt-  by  Dalton  Hall 

Ik'ncath  tlic  turn't>  hiiih. 
A  maiden  on  the  castK'  wall 

Was  siniiimi  merrily: 
"O  Hrijznall  hanks  arc  frosli  and  fair, 

And  (Ircta  woods  arc  -inHMi : 
IM  rather  rove  with  Kdmund  there 

Than  reiiin  our  Emilish  queen." 

— "If.  inaiilen.  thou  wouldst   wend  with  nie, 

To  Iravo  both  tower  and  iown. 
Thou  first  must  ^Miess  wlia.t  life  lead  we 

That  dwell  l)y  dale  antl  down. 
And  if  thou  canst  that  riddle  read. 

As  read  full  well  you  may, 
Then  to  the  jzreenwood  shalt  thou  speed 

.\s  blithe  as  (^uecn  of  .May." 
Vet  suni:  ^he,    '  Ikiirnall  banks  are  fair, 

And  (Ireta  woods  are  ^reen; 
I'll  rather  rove  with  Kdmund  there 

Thau  reif:!;n  uur  Kniilish  (jueen. 
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"  I  rend  -  you  by  your  busle-horn 

And  by  your  palfrey  {;,ood, 
I  read  you  for  a  ranjicr  sworn 

To  keep  the  kuii!;'s  jireenwood. " 
— "A  raniier.  L'uly,  winds  hi.s  horn, 

.\nd  'tis  at  ])eep  of  liiiht ; 

1  The  Outlaw  -Tins  son;,'  ociurs  in  Rukoby.  It  is  sung  by 
niif  <if  .1  band  nf  outlaws  to  his  companions.  The  places  men- 
tioned in  the  te.\t  are  >n  Yorkshire  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Kokeby. 

-  Read  —  Interjia-t. 
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His  l)l:ist  is  licanl  :it  nifny  in<irn. 

Ami  iniiic  at  <l<'a<l  "f  tii^lit." 
Yet  suim  she,  "  Hrimiall  l)anks  art;  fiiir, 

Ami  <".rcta  woods  an-  -:a\  : 
I  would  I  were  with  IMiiiuikI  there 

To  ivi^ii  his  (.2>^*'^"'^  '"  ^^'^^y'- 

"With  huniishM  hraiul  :itnl  umskctooii 

So  <iallaiitly  you  coino. 
1  read  you  lor  a  l)<>ld  tlraiiooii 

That  lists  thi'  tuck'  of  drum." 
._••  1  list  IK)  inori'  the  tuek  of  dr  -.ni, 

No  more  the  triiiupet   hear; 
But  when  the  heetle  sounds  lus  IiUin 

Mv  comrades  take  the  spear. 
Aii<roh!  thoutih  Brijiuall  banks  1)    fair 

And  Cireta  woods  be  p;ay, 
Yd  luickle  mu.-t  the  maiden  (lare 
Would  reiy,n  my  ilnccn  of  May! 

"Maiden!  a  nameless  life  I  lead, 
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A  naineWs  death  I'll  die 
The  fiend-  whose  lantern  liiihts  the  mead 

Were  better  mate  than  1! 
And  when  I'm  with  my  comrades  met 

Beneath  the  jireenwooil  bou<?h 
What  once  we  were  we  all  forj^et, 

Nor  think  what  we  are  now." 

Cliorus 

Yet  Bripnall  banks  are  fresh  and  fair, 

And  (ireta  woods  are  green, 
And  >-ou  may  gather  •garlands  there 

Would  grace  a  summer  queen. 

Sir  Walter  Scott. 

t  Lists  the  tuck— Hears  the  boating. 
2  Fiend— The  will  o'  the  wisp. 


so 
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Tin:  I  i{()ST  siMKir 

Hi    conies      he  cnincs    -the    l'n»st    Spirit    (•oiik's!      Vou 

may  trace  liis  footsteps  iiou 
( >n   the    iiake(l    woods   and   the    l>histeil    helds  ami   the 

lirow  II  hill's  wit  hered  lirow, 
He  has  smitten  the  leaves  <»f  the  ^ra\'  old  trees  where 

their  pl(!asant  ;:;reeii  came  forth. 
And   the    winds    which    follow    wherever   he   troes    have 

shaken  them  down  to  eartli. 

llecomes    -he  comes  —t  he  l"ro>t  Spirit  coine>!  frointha 

fro/eii   i-al)i'ador  * 

I'roiii  the    icy  hridire  of  the    Northern    seas   wlacli    the 

white   hear  wamlers  o'er  — 
Where   the    lis-herinan's  sail    is    stiff  with    ice.  and  the 

I'l'-kless  forms  l)elow 
in  the  sunless  cold  of  the   linirerini;    niuht    into   marble 

statues  jrrow! 

He  comes  —he  comes — the  Frost   Spirit    comes!  on  the 

rushini;;  Northern  blast. 
Anil  tlie  dark   Norwegian   j)ines    have    bowed    as    his 

fearful  breath  went   past.  '" 

With  an  unscorched  win^  he   has  hurried  on  where  the 

I  ires  of   Hecla  jilow 
(Ji.    the    darkly  beautiful  sky  above  and    the    ancient 

ice  below. 

H(>  comes  —lie  ennies — the  Frost  Si)irit  comes!  and 
the  (luiet  lake  shall  feel 

'I'iie  torpid  touch  of  his  blazinj;  breath  and  rinj^  to  the 
skater's   heel; 

And  the  streams  whicli  danced  on  tlie  broken  rock-s, 
'•r  -an^;  to  the  leaiiirii;  i^rass,  " 

Shall  bow  airain  to  their  winter  chain  and  iu  mourn- 
ful silence  j)ass. 


^^m 


i}i(-K!-:\s  [\-  t\Mr 


■.v.\ 


Ho    oomos— ho  oomos— tl»«    Frost    Spirit    coiiuv!    U't 

us  moot  liiin  :is  wo  may, 
Aivl    turn  witli  tlio    li«ht  <.f    tin-  parlour  firo    his  ov.l 

powor  awav, 
Aiwl  gather  olc.sor  tlio  circlo  n.uiid  wlioii  tliat  liroli-ht 

(hmcos  hijih, 
Ami  Uuiirh  at  tho  shnok  cf    th«'  l'a!Ili'«l    F'i'mj'I    as    his 
soundiiis  wiim  «()os  by. 

John  Grpkni.k ak    WmrriiR. 


DICKENS  IN  ('AMI 


>  I 


AnovK  tho  pines  tho  moon  was  slowly  <lriftiiii:. 

Tho  rivor  saiiil  l»olow. 
Tho  dim  Sierras,  far  hoyon<l.  uplift-in« 

Their  minarets  of  snow. 

'.'.lo  roarins  oamp-fire.  with  rude  humour,  painted 

The  ruddv  tints  of  health 
On  hajifiard  face  and  form  that  drooped  and  faint e<l 

In  the  fierce  race  for  wealth; 

Till  one  arose,  and  from  his  pack's  scant  treasure         ^^ 

A  hoarded  volume  drew. 
And  cards  wore  dropped  from  luuuls  ..f  listless  leisure 

To  hear  the  tale  anew; 


And  thoji,  while  round  them  shadows  gathered  faster, 

And  as  the  tirelitrht  fell. 
He  read  aloud  the  book-  wherein  the  Master 

Had  writ  of  "  Little  Nell." 


15 


>  Dickens  in  Camp— Charles  Dickens  di.'d  at  his  \'^^^^  '^'\ 
Gadshm    m    Kent,  June    Oth.    1K70.     Thi^^P^;in.    f^^^;}:'^:}, 
shortlv    afterwards,     wa^    .t    tfn'iu^    '■■■    a;.-^v  .:v.j     .. 
author. 

-  The  book— r;tc  Old  Curiosity  Shop. 
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Perhaps  'twas  l)(»\i.s||  fancy, — f<tr  the  rcador 

Was  youtmcst   of  f  liciii  all. — 
But  JI.S  ho  rejvd,  from  cluslcriii^'  pine  and  (•(•<lar 

A  silcrico  seemed  to  fall;  *> 

The  lir-trees,  j^atheriiiK  eloser  in  the  shadows, 

liisfcMied  in  every  spray. 
While  tli'>  whole  camp  with  "  .W'll"  on  iMii^dish  mea- 
dows, 

Wandered,  and  lost   their  way. 

And  so.  in  mountain  solitudes, — o'ertaken  » 

,\s  by  .some  spell  divine  — 
Their  e.ares  drop  from  them,  like  the  needles  shaken 

I'rom  out  t  h.(^  i^ust  y  pine. 

l>')<t  is  that  camp,  and  waited  all  its  fire; 

And  ho  who  wrouiiht   that  spell? —  " 

Ah,  lowering;  pine  ami  .^ta'oly  Kentish  spire. 

Ye  iiave  one  talo  to  tell! 

Lost  is  that  camp!  hut  let  its  frairrant  story 

lilend  with  the  breath  that  thrills 
With  hop-vines'  incense  all  the  pensive  ghrry  " 

That  fills  tho  Kentish  hills. 

And  on  that  u'rave  wiiere  English  oak  and  holly 

And  laurel  wreaths  entwine, 
Deem  it  not  all  a  too  presumptuous  folly— 

This  spray  of  Western  pine!  *> 

Brlt  Harte. 


I* 


THE  HRxnr.n  mnv  ^•' 

THK  lUlNDKI)  BOW 

Thkuk  was  hoanl  tin-  s<.ut>.l  .>f  ^^  coininn  f<>o. 
There  was  s««nt  tlin.u^h  Britain  a  liendcl  liow, 
And  a  voice  was  poun-d  on  the  free  winds  fai . 
As  the  Wind  rose  up  at  the  si^n  of  war. 

"Hrard  ve  not  the  hattle-horn?— 
Reaper!  leave  thy  polden  corn! 
I/Mvc  it  for  the  birds  of  Heaven. 
Swords  nuist   Hash,  and  sp<'ars  Ih'  riven! 
lipave  it  for  the  wintls  to  shed—  ^ 
Ann!  ere  Britain's  turf  jirow  red!" 

\nd  the  reaiM-r  armed.  Hke  a  freeman's  son. 
And  the  liiMided  Bow  and  tlie  voice  passed  on. 

"Hunter!  leave   the   mount ain-ehase! 
Take  the  falchion  from  its  place! 
Ix't  the  wolf  iio  free  to-day, 
licave  him  for  a  nol)ler  prey! 
Lxn  the  deer  uncalled  sweep  by.—  ^^ 
Ann  thee!  Britain's  f(K's  are  nigh!" 

And  the  hunter  armed  ere  the  chase  was  done, 
And  the  liended  Bow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 

Giieftain!  quit  the  joyous  feast! 
Stay  not  till  the  sonR  hath  cea.stMJ: 
Though  the  mead  be  foaming  bright, 
Though  the  fires  give  ruddy  light,  ^ 

I^ave  the  hearth,  and  leave  the  hall  — 
Arm  thee!  Britain's  foes  must  fall." 

1  The  Bended  Bow  -' '  It  is  supposed  that  ^^^^^.^J^^^^'J,';;^^^^^ 
A...:.,r..A  in  BrU.-.in  bv  sendinc  messengers  m  d.fTertnt  dirtc^ 

Viors"Vhruugh  the  land,  each  l>-'a""«  f^.^'^^W 'String 
that  peace  was  in  like  manner  announced  by  a  bo;^  unstrung 
and  therefore  straight."— lA/rs.  Hemans. 
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Anil  fh(>  rliicftjiin  .'iriiKMl.  nnd  tlio  hf)rn  was  blown, 
And  the  Bonded  liow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 


"Prince!  tliy  father's  deeds  are  told, 
In  the  bower  and  in  the  hold! 
Where  the  poat herd's  lay  is  sun^. 
Where  the  niinstrel's  harp  is  strung!  — 
Foes  are  on  thy  native  sea — 
Ciive  ovir  bards  a  tale  of  thee!" 


so 


And  t  ince  came  armed,  like  a  leader's  son, 

And     he  1  e.ideil  ]^^^\\■  and  the  voice  j)a.s.sed  on. 

■   'other!  slay  thou  not  thy  boy! 
He  must  learn  the  battle's  joy. 
Sister!  brinu,  the  sword  and  spear, 
Give  thy  brother  words  of  cheer! 
Maiden!  bid  thy  lover  part. 
Britain  calls  the  strong  in  heart!" 

And  the  Bended  Bow  and  th^  voice  passed  on. 
And  the  bards  made  song  for  a  battle  won. 

Fklicia   Dorothea   Hemans. 


A  FARKWELL 

My  fairest  child,  I  have  no  song  to  give  you; 

No  lark  could  pipe  in  skies  so  dull  and  gray; 
Yet,  if  you  will,  one  quiet  hint  I'll  leave  you, 
For  every  day. 


ril  tell  you  how  to  sing  a  clearer  carol  * 

Than  lark  who  hails  the  dawn  or  breezy  down; 
To  earn  yourself  a  pun>r  p«K'i  's  laurel 
Than  Shakespeare's  crown. 


THE  ISLAXD  oF  THE  SCOTS 

Be  pood,  swfct  maid,  uiul  let  who  ran  be  cl<'ver; 
T),)  lovclv  thing's,  not  dream  them,  all  day  Umn: 
And  rio  make  Life,  and  Death,  and  that  For  Kver. 
One  grand  sweet  son^. 

ChaKI.KS    KlNGSLEY. 
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TIIK  ISLAXD  OF  THK  SCOTS' 

Thf  Rhine  i?  running  deep    and    red.  the    island    lies 

before, — 
"  Now  is  there  one  of  all  the  host   will  dare  to  venture 

o'er? 
For  not  alone  the  river's  sweep  nnght    make  a  l)rave 

man  (luail: 
The  foe  are  on  the  further  side,  their  shot  eomes  ta.st 

as  hail.  , 

(iod  help  us,  if  the  muldle  isle  we  may  not  lu.pe  to  war. 
Now  is  there  any  of  the  host  will  dare  to  vtMiture  m. 

"The  ford  is  deep,   the   banks  are   steep,  the    isJand- 

shore  lies  wide; 
Nor  man  nor  horse  could  stem  its  force,  or  reach  the 

further  side. 

See    there!  amidst     the 

bayonets  gleam; 

1  The  Scots- Aiur  the  battle  of  Kniiecrankie  and  the  death 

of  John  G?uhame  .f  Claverhuuse.   Marciu.s  of  D'"Y^^"': ,!  tu 

oi  jouw  vj  ,- ,r,.,.o  ,,f  Kinu  lames,  an  honourable  capitu- 

S".n"wi  arranged  wUhttcriwn.     The  troops  were  allow- 

tlodtuarrfor  France,  where  the  ot^icers  entered  the  ser- 

vl-e    ofK   June;.     Fmdmg,    however,    that    they   would 

\ve     o  opporiunUv  to  serve  their  king  by  an  invasion  of 

nVli  d    thev  fc.nned  a  company  of  private  sentinds  c.-in- 

;  Wed  bv  llK.r  own  otVuers  and  took  ..-rvice  under  theKing 

of   France      Thev  performed  manv   brilliant  exploits  be^^re 

the  incidcfnt  related^n  the  text,  which  took  place  >"     ocember 

ir,..7.  The  Marquis  de  f-^^-f-^,::'-T^^:/\i!:^Z::r^^ 
^";:^;s  :;;:,*\S^"::Jss>m;r:^i;anies  ^  scot;  who  took 

art  in  the  struggle. 


willow-boughs     the     serried 
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Tiiey'vo   {Wu\\i   their    l.ri.lL'o.— they've    won    the    isle; 

tlie  foe  have  ci-oss'd  the  stream!  '« 

'I  heir   volley    Hashes    ^harp  jkhI    st  roiiir,  -  hy    all    the 

saints!   I   trow 

1  here  never  yet  wasM.lilier  l.orn   could   forcethat    pas- 
sai^e  now! 


So  spoke  the  hold   French    .Mareschal    with    hini    who 

led   the   \an. 
Whilst    rouji;h  and   red    before  their    view    the     turl)id 

river  ran. 
Nur  bridge   nor  l)oat    had   they   to  cross  the   wild   and 

.swollen   Rhine,  15 

And  thundering  on  the  other  bank   far  stretch'd   the 

(jcrinan  line. 
Hard  by  there  stood  a  swarthy  man  was  leanini:  on  hi.s 

sword, 
And  a  sadden'd  smile  lit    up  his  face  as  he  heard  the 

Captain's   word. 
"I've  seen   a   wilder  stream  ere   now  than  that  which 

rushes  there; 
I've  stenun'd  a   heavier  torrent  yet  and  never  thought 

to  dare.  ^o 

If  (ierman  steel  be  sharp  and  keen,  is  ours  not  strong 

and  true? 
There  may  be  danger  in  the  deed,  but  thea>  is  honour 

too." 
The  old  lord  in  his  saddle  turn'd,  and  hastily  he  said, 
"Hath  bold   Dugucsclin's  '  lierv  heart   awaken'd  from 

the  ilead? 
Thou  art  tlie  leader  of  the  Scots, — now  well  and  sure  I 

know,  23 

That  gentle  bloo<l  in  dangerous  hour  ne'er  yet  ran  cold 
nor  slow, 

'  DugaescJin  -Bcrtiaiiii  nuj;iivsi.ii!i,  (."onstaoie  of  France, 
the  most  iHinuus  of  the  French  leaders  of  the  Fourteenth 
century. 
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And    I    liuve  sen  ye   in    the   liiilit   do   uU   that    mortal 


inaV. 


If  honour  is  tlic  hoon  ye  seek,  it  may  l)t     -on  tliis  day, 
Tlu'   prize  is  in  tlic  middh'  i-lf.  there   lie<  the  advdi- 

tiu'ous  way. 
Anil  armies  twain  are  on  the  jilaiii.  the  darini:  deed  to 


see. 


Now  ask  thv  gallant  (•..mnany  it'  they  will  fi.llow  thee!' 


IJiirht    tihulsome  look'd  the  Cajjtain  then,  and   notliin^ 

did  he  say. 
lint  he  turn'd  him  to  his  little  hand.  -O,  few,  I  ween, 

were  they! 
The  relics  (»!'  the  bravest  lone  that  e\er  fought  in  fray. 
No  one  of  all  that  company  Imt  l)ore  a  trentle  name, 
Not    one    whose    fathers    hail    not    stiM.d    in    Scotland's 

fields  of  fam(>. 
All  thev  had  march'.l  with  .ureat    Dundee  to  wliere  he 

fou<;ht  and  fell. 
And  in  the  deadlv  halt  le-st  ril'e  had  venixeil  their  leader 

well ; 
And  they  had  hent  the  knee  to  earth  when  every  eye 

was   dim. 
As  o'er  their  hero's  l)uried  corps(>  they  sanj;  the  funeral 

hymn; 
And  t'hev  had  trod  the  Pass  once  more,  and  stoop'd  on 

either  side 
To   i)luck   the   heather   from   the-   spot    where   he    had 

dropp'd  and  died; 
And  they  hail  houiul  it  next  their  hearts,  and  ta'en  a 

last   farewell 
Of  Scottish  earth  and  Scottish  sky,  where  Scotland's 

filory  fell. 
Tlien  went  they  forth  to  foreiiin  lands  like  bent  and 

broken  men, 
Who  leave  their  dearest  hope  beiiind,  and  may   uot 

turn  again. 
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"The  stivaiii."  he  s;i'.l,  • '  is  l.road  and  deep,  aiid  .stub- 
Ixirii  is  1  he  i'oc,- 

V..n    islaii.l-stivii-th    is    -uanlfd    ucll.-^.siiy,    hrothcrs, 
will   ye  ^1)'.' 

Fruni   iioiiic  and   kin  tor  many  a  year  our  steps  have 
\vandci-'d  wide, 

And  never  may  our  l.on«  -  he  laid  our  fatiiers'  <,'raves 
Reside.  50 

No  <-hildren    have   we  to  lament,  no  wives  to  wail  our 
lall; 

The    traitor's    and    th.'    spoih-r's    hand    have    reft    uur 

lieart  lis   ot'  all. 
H\n    we  have   hearts,  ami   u(>  have  arms,  as  stronjr  to 

will  and  dare 

As  when  (.ur  ancient   l.anners  Hew  within  the  nortliern 

air. 
Come,  hrothers!   let    me  name  a  s[)ell  shall  rouse  your 

souls  a^Min,  "      si 

And  .<end  the  old    hlood   hounding  free  through  pulse 

anil   heart    and    vein. 
Call   hack   t  lie   days   of  hyixonc  y,.;irs,  — he  youna;  and 

St  roiin'  once  more  : 
Think  yonder  stream,  .-o  stark  and  red,  i.s  one  we've 

eniss'd   hefore. 
Kise,    hill    and    -len!   ri.se,   cra^^  aiid    wood!  ri.se   uj)  on 

either  liand,    - 

Airain    upon    the    Carry's    hanks,   on   Scottish   .soil    we 

stand!  so 

ALTiLin    I  .see    the   tartans    wave,    a-ain    the    trumpets 

A-iain    1    hear  our   leader's   call:  '  I'j.on   them   for  the 
Kinii!' 

Stiay'd  we  hehind  that  -lorious  (hiy  for  roaring  Hood  or 


imn.' 


Tl 


le  soul  of  (Ira'uie  is  with  ussti!!. now,  brothers  w'"' 

ve  iu?" 
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No  Pt 


-no  pauso.     Witli  «iio  acconl.  th(>y  f:rasp'(l 
othor-  liaiui. 
Then    phui^cMl    into   llic    an.Lrry    Hood,    lliat    bold    and 

dauntless  hand. 
Ili-ih  fl<'\v  the  spray  ahove  their  heads,  yet  onward  still 

they   hore. 
Midst   eiieer,  and  siii.ut,  and  answering  \fll,  and  shot, 

and  eannon-roar. 
"Now,  by  the   Holy  Cross!      I   sw(>:ir.  since  earth  and 

.^ea  be<!;an. 
Was    never   such    a    darin.i;    dvvi    essay'd    l>y    mortal 


man: 


70 


Thick  blew  the  smoke  across  the  stream,   and   faster 

flash'd   the   flame: 
The   water  plash'd   in   hissin^   jets  as  ball   and   bullet 

came. 
Vet  onwards  push'd  the  Cavaliers  all  <t<M-n  and  luidis- 

•nay'd. 
Whh  thousand  armed  foes  before,  and  none  behind  to 

aid. 
Once,  as  they  near"d  the  middle  stream,  so  stronir  the 

torrent   swept. 
That  scarce  that   Ion-  and  liviim  wall  their  daiiiierous 

footing;   kept. 
Then  rose  a  warning  cry  betiind.  a  j<.yous  shout  before: 
"The    current's    strouL',     the    way     is    lonu,   -theyll 

never  reach  the  shore! 
See.  see!  they  stagfier  in  the  midst,  they  waver  in  tlieir 

line! 
Kire  on  the  madmen!  break  their  ranks,  and   whelm 

them  in  the  Pihine!" 

Have  you  seen  the  tall  trees  sway-nji  when  the  l)last  is 

soundlti^  siirill. 
And  the  whirlwind  reels  in  fury  down  the  gorges  of  the 

hill? 


ij  1! iiiu  ^w  •//' '' '/.  /'  'I-:tI\V  n  ■.  ^k 

lldw  tlic\-   t(i>-   tlu'ii-   iiiiL^hty   lir:iiifli('s  -i  niLiLiliiii:  with 

t  lit'  iciii|i:  -t  '-  sIm ick  : 
ilow   ill-",-   k'T|)  ili'ii-  I'liMC  .if  \  ;iiit  .■I'/c,  clcnxiriL:  linnl\ 

I  ■>    t  lie    link.' 

|-".\cM   -')   ill"   Siiitti-li    \\;iiii('i  •   111  id   tlicir  own   ;t'z;iiiist 

I  iic   vwiV : 
Tin  111;:  1 1  t  1|''  w  ;itci-  ll;i-lifi|  ;i  in  ill  id  I  Immii.  imt    ;iii  (■>  c  \\;is 

MMMi   to  ihiivit: 
■|  lioii-ii    til''   .--liol    llcw   sli.'ii-p   .■iii'l   <l(';i(ll\  .    not    a    m;ni 

I'i'ki  \M   111-;  liojij ; 
I'or  1  heir  nc-iM  <  were  lii^  mid  l  liriiliii'-:  v,  it  li  t  he  mighty 

t  lioij;.' hi  -   oi'  ok!. 
(  Mic    woi'il    '/.ns    >pok('   niiioirj;   tkciu,   ;iiid    throULrh    tiic 

r;i'ik-   '-\    ^j>rc:id. 
■'  IuMmcimIi'T  our  iIcikI   (  l;i\  Ci  iioVlsrI  '  '    \\;i-  ;ill   the   (":ip- 

t.ViM    ^:,id. 
1'!  !!•!).  -I  !'i'i:k    1  icitilitrr  ''oi'v:ii-d.  t  ki'v   u  rr-^t  k'd  on  ;i  u  liijc, 
I   i!'',l  i!,i  \    ci'';.!-''!  tl;.'  Ii(;i\y  -ir(';!in,  tlicn  fii^li'd  to\\- 

;'!-ii-   !  Ill-   i-k'. 


I'm-'  '  I  i'.';mi:i  M   I'.cMfi    i-^  stoui    :itid  t  file,  tlir  (  !(M'iH;in  iirni 

i-  --t  '■■  ':i':' : 
1  '1"  ti;'i"iii;Mi   foot    uocs  S''i(k>ni   l>;irk   w  Ikm'c*  :iiinrd   toc- 

I'r.'ii   1  hfiiim. 
i'lii    i;'-\,M"   li;',d    they   l';iccd    in    fickl   sn   stt  rn    :\   c'larL^o 

I't'io'T. 

.\:,d  i!','\i'f  liad  t  h(\v  felt   tlu'  swcfp  of  Scotland's  lifoad 

ck:  \;;io;-('. 
Not  iK'i',-"!'  p  iiii's  the  a\'aiancli("  adown  t hi>  stcci*  incline, 
'I'liat    li-vs  o'cf  tiio  parent   spriii'^s  of  nuiirli  and  fapid 

III, in-.    - 
Scarce  swifter  shoots  tlie  kolt   from  heaven  than  eanie 

the  S'-oti  ish   band 
I!i'j.ht  up  auaiiist  the  unardeil  tnMich.  and  (^'or  it  sword 

'.-..     I...-...!  '"" 

In,    \aiii    their   leaders   forward    press. — thoy    meet    the 
de;idl\-  kraiidl 
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()   loiirlv    isl.'iii'l   "f  the    Uliilio.      wliciT  sfcl    wms   iifVfT 


MlWIl 


What  harvfst  la\   upon  thy  saii«ls.  ny  t  hosr  st  roni:  rcap- 

ci's  t  hrnwii'.' 
What    saw  ttir  w'mtiT  iiicm.h  that    niLrht ,  as,  -tniLrirhiii: 

t  hniUL^h  I  hf  rain. 
She  pour'tl  a  wan  aii<l  fitful  liirht  nti  inaf-h.  ati'l  -iivain. 

aiiu   plain. 
A  ilrcafN  split  wit  h  (•(irp-c'-  -t  rcwn.  an'l  l.a\  <>i;rt  -^  i:hstcn- 

iiii:  fouiul : 
A  l.i-okcn  l>riilL^<\  a  >tranilfil  l.nai,  a  lian^  aii'l  liattri''ii 

inminil : 
Au'l   onr   h\li:('   wati'h-tirc's   kiu'llrd    jiilr.   that    scut    its 

( jui\ci!nir  irhirc 
Tn   tell    the   Icadn-s  ol'   t  ho   host    \\\v   i'otM|UiTiim   Scots 
were  t  here. 

Afi.l  dill   tlic\-  twine  the  laurel-wreath,  for  those  who 

foiiLrht  SI)  well? 
And   did   thev    honour  iho.<e   who   \',\\\.   and    weep  for 

thixe  who  fell'.' 
What  uii'cd  of  thanks  was  L^ivcii  to  them  let  avT-d  aiui.als 

tell. 
Why  should  they  Itrini:  the  laund-v.reat  h.-    w  h.y  crown 

t  lie  rup  with   wine? 
It   was  not    Krenchtnen's  l.lood  th;'t   tlow M  so  freely  on 

the  rjiine.   -~ 

\  stran'Tr  hr.nd  of  l)ei:iiar'd  men  had  done  the  veiitu!"- 
-  ,      ,  11.-. 

ous  (lee(l: 

The  srlory  was  to  Franco  alone,  the  danircr  was  their 

meed. 
.\nd    wliat    eared    they    for   idle    thanks    from    foreijrn 

prince  and  peer? 
What   virtue  liad  such  honey 'd  words  the  exiled  heart 

to  clieer? 
Wh.at  inatter'd  it  that  men  should  vaunt  and  loud  and 

fondlv  swear, 


-    fr    ■ 
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///'///  S(-ff(inL  I'nETRY   lUuiK 


so- 


That   lii^ihcr  foat   of  cliivalry  was  ii(>vcr  wrou/^lit   ols 

wlicro? 
They  horc  within  their  breasts  tlie  jrrief  that  fame  can 

never  heal. 
The(leei),  unutteral.le  woe  which  none  save  exiles  feel. 
'I'heir   hearts    were    yeariiinu;    for   the    land    they    ne'er 

inii:ht   see  ay.ain. 
For  Seotlan.l's  hi^h  ari.j  heatherM  hill<.  f,,r  mountains, 

loch  and  ;:len  - 
For  those   who  haply   lay   at    rest    beyond   the  distant 

Beneath  the  j^reen  and  <laisied  turf  where  thev  would 
flladly  be! 

Fon^'  years  went   by.     The  lonely  isle  in  Rhine's  tem- 
pestuous flood 

Has  ta'en  another  name  from  those  who  bought  it  with 
their  blood: 

And.  thouiih   the    lejiend   d.u's   not    live,  -for  legends 
li^ditly  die  — 

The  p(>a.sant.   as  he  sees  the  stream   in   winter  rolling 
l>y.  130 

And  foaminfj  o'er  its  channel-bed  between  him  and  the 

spot 

Won  by  the  warriors  of  the  swnnF  still  calls  that  deep 

and  danpicrous  ford 
The  Fa.s.saj^e  of  the  Scot. 

William   Ei)Mo\nsTnt\E   Avtoun'. 


SPRINT, 

Now  that  the  winter's  gone,  the  earth  hath  lo.st 
Her  snow-white  robes;  and  now  no  more  the  frost 

(  andies  t  lie  or-ico  tw  /.oofo  „.■,  ;„,,  „_„ 

----   -• —  ••>  '  ,•  ;^  a:i  11  %  creaiii 

I  pon  the  silver  lake  or  crystal  stream: 

But  the  warm  sun  thaws  the  benumbed  earth,     » 


LiU-K   THE  lh>(>R,   !.\l<lSTi>.\' 

And  makes  it  tcjuler;  ^ixcs  a  sacrcil  liirtli 
To  tlu'  (lead  sualldu  ;  wakes  in  liolNiw  t  re<? 
The  drowsy  ciickoo  and  the  huinhh'  U'c. 
Now  (h>  a  choir  of  chirping  minstrels  l>rin^ 
In  triiimpli    o  the  world  the  youthful  spriiml 
The  valleys,  hills  and  woods,  in  rich  array. 
Welcome  the  comini:  of  the  lonjred-for  May. 

Thomas  Carkw 


■\r> 


THE  KXICHT'S  TOMIi 


Whkrk  i.s  the  firavo  of  Sir  Arthur  O'Kellyn? 
Where  may  the  ^^rave  of  that  <:ood  man  he? — 
Hy  the  side  of  a  sprint;,  on  the  hreast  of  Helvellyn, 
I'nder  the  twijj.s  of  a  youn^  birch  tree! 
The  oak  that  in  sunmier  was  sweet  to  hear, 
And  rustled  its  leaves  in  tiie  fidl  of  the  year, 
And  whistled  and  roared  in  the  winter  alone, 
Is  iione, — and  the  bin-h  in  its  stead  is  grown. — 
The  Knifiht's  bones  are  dust, 
And  his  good  sword  rust ; — 
His  soul  is  with  the  saints,  I  trust. 

Sami  EI.  Taylor  Coleridge. 
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LOCK  THE  DOOR,  LARISTO.s 

"Lock  the  door,  Lariston,  lion  of  I.idde.sdale ; 
Lock  the  door,  Laristan,  Lowther  comes  on; 

The  Armstrongs  are  flying, 

The  widows  are  crving. 
The  Castletown's  burning,  and  Oliver's  gone!  ' 

L'jck  the  dfx^r.    L.'jristot? h'fh   on   the  "'oa^hcr"" 

gleam 
See  how  the  Saxon  pluines  '),>]>  .;t  the  sky  — 


<  '"llic    li     ,i1mI     r:i|  liitlfir. 
'•'Illii.iti    ;i|i.|     Ii;i11m  ffluT, 
'  "■''"  I     '  li''  l<'r;i\  .  ;ui.|  i;ir  i>  t  Nr  crv  ]  lo 

"  I'.rv,  .■;i-.il(.  l,r;iiHli-li.  -  li'iL^li  |ii>  I, road  m!  mil  ar : 
lli'lli>\    i-  li.liii'^  hi,  (Ic.i-tuiitcd  oivN  : 

'li'll.y  and    Howard  1  licrc. 

\\  aiidalr  and   W'iiidci'iiicrc  : 
Lock  thr  door.  l.ariHon:   liold  t  hrtn  at  Lay.  '■ 

■■\\(i\   do>t  111, ,11  .vinil,..  ii(.l,|<.  i;ili,,n  of    l.;irisioir.' 
\\  li\   d(M'v  1 1„.  j,,\-canillc  -Irani  in  t  hinr  cw".' 

I'lioii   l).,|i|    I'lordcr  laiiLicr. 

I'x'Uaiv  of  I  li\-  daiiijtr: 
'I  li\    lo(-;  air  ivlcntlfss.  dflcriiuncd  and  ni-li."       -' 

•'■"•k    l.liioii    raided  up  l,i^  ,,<,,. |  |„,nn.i   and  l.M.kii, 
111-  hand  -r.i-p'd  ill,,  sword  uii),  ;,  ncrxuii.  .inl.rar,-; 

'  ■  All.  wcli-oiiic,  liia\i'  lot  iii;in. 

<  'n  can  h   I  licrc  arc  no  nicn 
•Moiv -.illanl  loiiKci  in  Ihc  tor.i\ or  clias.d  =5 

■•  l.iltlc  know  vow  of  llic  li.'arls  I  h.avc  liid.lcn  linv; 
Lit  lie  know  you  of  our  ino.-^s-i  roojx-r.^'  inmln  -- 

Linliojtc  and  Sorliic  t  rue. 

Siind!i(,|M.   and   .MilLurii  too. 
•ifiitlc  ill  iiiaiiiicr.  Lut   lion.s  in  litdit  !  » 

"I  hav<-.Mani,r,.rt,,n.();rilvi('.  Raehurn.  and  XcihcrLic. 
Old  Sim  of  Whit  ram.  and  yll  lii.s  array : 

Conic  all   Xoriliumhorlaiid, 

Tccsdalc  and  ('umlK'rhmd. 
n.Mv  ;it   the  Jircakcii  tower  end  shall  the  fray!"     ■'■ 

-^'•owlcd  1  he  hroad  sun  oVr  I  he  liiik.s  of  -;ivcn  Liddcs- 
dale 

li^'<\  as  the  beacon-liiiht  tipped  he  the  wold; 


.\f\cr  iinMc  n|M  (1  ,,|.  !ii~  (ifliit  lit'  H^i 


NiMll    \\;i^    !l,c    l.u-l..  .    n-itr.    ,  In  ■;!(  lliil    it,,,    uairi.-r 
-ilnllt  . 

!.;iiM-r>.  ;iih1  h.'illiiTil-   ill  -1 .11  III cr-;  wcu-  licnir: 

H<'lllict    .-iMil    li;iulifrk    t  licii. 

I')i':i\ fil  t  111'  i-\;i\  iiioic  in  \  ;iin. 

I'llrklci'  .•iiid   ;i!-liil('l    ill   -tii\cr-   were  -iKifn. 
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'"^'■•'  li"\^   lli<'>'  \\;inr         I  lie  pi-oiid  lilr-  t .|'  tlic  Wiini 

lucre! 
1  liiw  ;i:(l '   :,h,  uuc  in  i  h^-  lidpc^  ,,\  \\^,^  ,la\  ' 
I  h'lii-  I  III'  w  iili'  welkin  n ml. 

W  lille    t  he    Sin!-'    >lii(lll>    nsrellil 
l.lli"!  '     111     l.ali-Iiin.     Kllin!  t     Inr   ;i\e!  '  ' 

I  \  ^;l  -'.     Him;,; 


er- 


oiM'ninrM'i  ^ 


'{"ills  1  Ix'hclil.  (ir  (Ircaninl  it  in  a  droani      - 
'riiere  ,-|iieail  a  clouil  ot'  i|i|v|   aluUM  ;,  [,|;(in: 
Anil  tuiderncai  ii  the  elmiil.  or  in  i!   la^cil 
A  liirii  ,is  halllc:   ami  men  xcllcil.  ami 
Swiinls  sliockcil  upim  swnnls  ami  shields. 
A  prince's  haiiiicr  \\a\('red.  then  stair^cred 
Backward,  hcnniied  i)\-  t'ncs. 
A  craven  liuntr  ah'iii:  the  liat  tie's  ('i|ir(.  -  — 
And  thiiutrht.  ■•  Had  1  a  sword  <>l'  keener  steel 
Thaii  the  hlue  hiade  that  the  Kiiiir's  snii  i  >'ars 


>iit   ,  1,;..  la..,,.   .  1.; i  ■ 


"•M 


ii;t   ami 


Fluiiir  it  from  his  hand,  and  Kn\ering 
(V<'pt  awa>-  and  let't  tli(>  lield. 


IS 


///'///    S(  //'  '.  '/,   /'.  'I.IKY   lii  u  >h' 


'I  Inn  <;iiiu'  I  In-    l\iiii:'>  Mill,   \\(illii('ril. 

>(.ic  lM~ir;iil.  ami    w  caiiuiilc.-s ;   aiiil  saw 

'I'lif  liinlscii  .>u  i.niliili   l)uric(|  in  the  ilry 

Ai:l  t  iniMcii  >aiiil :   ami  ran  anil 

Snat  rlicil  it  .  an<l  w  it  li  halt  Ic  slinill 

l.iiirl  ai'if~li,  lie  Ih'uciI   liis  cni'inx    flown 

An^l  -a\C'l  a  iTcat   cau^c  i>n  that   licrtiic  day 

IU<\\    \\<i<    i\<'\\  I.ANIi    SlI.I.. 


IS 


■M 


.M\>i'i.i;   nl"  lniinan  ilc^t'Mifs  am   1; 

I  anic.  In\('  aiii|   lnrtiuic  on   my  t'oot  steps  wait. 

('itics  anil   tit'l'ls   1    Walk;    1   |»('nct  rat c  • 

I  •(■-I'll  s  ami  seas  i\  iiioto,  ami  passing:  hv 

lln\rl  and  man    ami  palacf,  soon  or  late 

I  knock  unhiililt'ii  onri'  at  ovcry  <i:iiv. 

h  slccpinLT,  wake;   it'  tVastiim,  rise  het'oi-e 

1  I  mil  away.      It   is  the  lioui-  ol'  late. 

And  lliey   who  t'ollow  me  icacli  everx'  stat<> 

Moitals  desife.  and  comiuer  every  toe 

Sa\('  death:   hut   those  who  douht   or  hesitate, 

('ondeiiined  to  t'ailiire,  peniir\'  and  woe, 

Seek  me  in  \aiii  and  uselessly  implore, 

1  answer  not  and  1  return  no  more. 

JdiiN  J.  Incalls. 


THK  DAY   IS   DON!': 

'["iii;  day  i-  done,  and  the  darkness 
I'alls  I  loin  the  wiiiirs  of  ni^:lit , 

.\s  a  leather  is  wafted  downward 
l'"r()m  an  eairle  iti  his  fiiirht. 


I  sc"  the  lights  of  the  villatre 

(ileam  through  the  rain  and  the  mist, 


Tin:  l>  \  V   /s    /'I  'A/-. 


40 


And  a  fccliiiu  of  sjidtK'ss  ((iiiir-  i.'rr  nil- 
'I'liat    iii\    Miiil  <-aiiii<it    loi-t  ; 


A  fccliii;''  of  s;i(lin>-  ;iiii|  |iiiil:iii:;. 

Tliat  is  not  akin  t  n  |(;iiii. 
Ami  n'scinltlcs  soiiou   niiK 

As  t  he  tnist   ic-ctiililcs  I  he  rain. 


10 


Conic,  read  to  nic  some  [locni. 

Some  simple  and  hcari  iVlt   l;i\  , 
That   shall  soothe  I  hi-   n'>tl('ss  tVelint;. 

And  banish  the  tliouLihts  of  da\. 


i.^ 


Not  from  the  ^rand  old  iiia>l('rs. 

Not   from  the  liards  sulilimc. 
Whose  distant   footsteps  echo 

'l"hrou;.;h  the  corridfu^  of  'i'inie. 


20 


I'"or.  like  strains  of  martial  niii>ic, 
'i'heir  miiihty  tlioilf^hts  sUL;u<'>t 

J.ife's  endless  toil  an<l  endeavour; 
And  to-nijiht    I  lon^r  for  rest. 


Kcad  from  some  iiiimhler  poet. 

Whose  sonj^s  misluvl  from  his  heart. 
As  showers  from  the  (•Ioiiil>  of  summer, 

Or  tears  from  the  eve|id>  start  ; 


25 


Who,  throufrh  lontr  days  of  labour, 
And  ni<ihts  devoid  of  ease. 

Still  heard  in  his  soul  the  music 
Of  wonderful  melodies. 


so 


Huch  sonps  have  power  to  (juiet 
Tlie  restless  pulse  of  care, 

And  come  like  the  henedicf ion 
That  follows  after  prayer. 


'>o  men  srii>h)i.  p.^etry  !:i)OK 

Tlion  r('a<l  froni  tlio  tn  Msured  volume 
The  poem  of  tliy  clioici'. 

And  lend  to  t  ho  rhymo  of  tho  poot 
The  l)cautv  of  thv  voico. 
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And  tlio  nijiht  shall  ho  filled  with  music, 
And  tho  eares  that  infest  the  dav. 

Shall  fold  their  tents,  like  tho  Arabs. 
And  as  sile-  tly  steal  away. 

IllNRV    Wahswoktii    Loncfici.i.ow 


N()\i:mp,i:i{ 


Tin:  mellow  year  is  hastinji  to  its  elo.sp; 
The  little  l»irds  have  almost  sun^  their  last. 
Their  small  notes  twitter  in  tho  dreary  hla.st  -— 
That  shrill-piped  harbinger  of  early  snows; 
'I'he  patient   beauty  of  the  scentless  rose. 
Oft  with  tho  moon's  hoar  crystal  ([Uaintly  «,dass'(l, 
llanirs.  a  pale  mourner  for  the  summer  past. 
And  makes  a  little  sununor  where  it  irrows: 
in  the  chill  sunbeam  of  tho  faint  brief  day 
The  dusky  waters  shudder  as  tliov  shine, 
Tho  russet  leaves  obstruct  tlio  st rajr.irlin;!  wav 
Of  oo/y  brooks,  which  no  deep  banks  detine. 
AikI  the  ,!xauiu   woods,  in  rajrired  scant  array. 
^\'rap  their  old  limbs  with  sombre  ivy  twine. 

IIaRTI.HV    CoLKRIDGf:. 


10 


tr::: 


Tin:  DEACOX'S  MASTER  PIECE 

IIavi:  you  heard  of  the  wonderful  Ono-IIo.s.s  Shay, 

That  was  built  in  surh  a  logical  way 

If 


r.i„    ..     1,1. ...I..,,. I    


And  then  of  a  sudd^'ii  it 


'i!  i)Ut  stav 


rilE  DEACOX'S  MASTERPIECE 
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I'll  toll  you  what  hai)pf'np(l,  without  delay  — 
Scaring  the  parson  into  fits, 
Frightening  people  out  of  their  wits  — 
Ha^-j  you  heard  of  that,  I  say? 

Seventeen  hvndred  and  fift]i-fire; 

(leorgius  Secundus  was  then  alive  — 

SnutTy  old  drone  from  the  (lernian  hive! — 

That  was  the  year  when  Lisbon'  town 

Saw  the  earth  open  and  gulp  her  down; 

And  Hraddoek's  ainiy  was  done  so  brown, 

Left  without  a  scalp  to  its  crown. 

It  was  on  that  terrible  eartlujuake  day 

That  the  Deacon  finished  the  One-IIoss  Shay. 

Now,  in  building  of  chaises,  I  tell  you  what, 
There  is  always,  somewhere,  a  weakest  spot — 
In  hub,  tire,  felloe,  in  spring  or  thill, 
In  panel  or  crossbar,  or  floor,  or  sill, 
In  screw,  l)olt,  thorough-brace  —  lurking  still. 
Find  it  somewhere,  you  must  and  will  — 
Above  or  below,  or  within  or  without; 
And  that's  the  reason,  beyond  a  doubt, 
A  chaise  breaks  doini,  but  doesn't  wear  out. 


n 


IS 


» 


It 


Hut  the  Deacon  swore  (as  deacons  do. 
With  an  "  I  dew  vum"  or  an  "  I  tell  yeou") 
He  would  build  one  shay  to  beat  the  taown 
'N'  the  keounty  'n'  the  kentry  raouu'; 
It  should  be  built  so  that  it  couldn't  break  daown: 
"Fur,"  said  the  Deacon,  "'tis  mighty  plain 
Thut  the  weakes'  place  nms'  stan'  the  strain; 
'N'  the  way  t'  fix  it,  uz  I  maintain. 

Is  only  jest 
To  make  that  place  uz  strong  as  the  rest." 

'-  Liabon — The  great  earthquake  at  Lisbon,  in  •which  over 
thirty  thousand  people  were  destroyed,  took  place  on  Novem- 
ber 1st,  1755. 


u 
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So  fh"  I)(\-icon  inquirc.l  of  tlio  villa^ro  folk 

Where  hf.  could  i\u(l  th,.  stronficst  oak, 

That  couldirj  l.(.  split,  nor  hont,  nor  hr'oko  — 

That  was  for  sp.)k('s  and  floor  and  sills; 

He  sent  for  lanr-ewood  (o  make  the  thills- 

The  crossbars  uere  ash.  from  the  straiffhtost  trees; 

Ihe  panels  of  white-wood,  that  cuts  like  cheese. 

But  lasts  like  iron  for    things  like  these; 

The  hubs  from  lojrs  from  the  "Settler's  Kllum  " 

Last  of  Its  timber  —they  eouldn't  sell  'em  — 

Never  an  axe  had  seen  the  chips, 

And  the  we<l-eH  fiew  from  between  their  lips 

Thoir  blunt  ends  fri/zled  like  celery-tips; 

Step  and  prop-iron,  bolt  and  screw, 

Sprm','.  tire,  axle,  and  linch-pin  too', 

Steel  of  the  finest.  bri<iht  and  blue;' 

Thorou-h-brace  bison-skin,  thick  and  wide; 

Boot,  top,  dasher,  from  toujih  old  hide 

Found  in  the  pit  where  the  tanner  died.' 

That  was  the  way  he  "put  her  throufrh." 

"Tiiere,"  said  the  Deacon.  "  naow  she'll  dew!" 

Do!     I  tell  you.  I  rather  <ruess 
She  was  a  wonder,  and  nothing  less! 
Colts  <irew  horses,  beards  turned  jrray, 
iX'aeon  and  Deaconess  dropped  awav; 
Children  and  grandchildren  —  where 'were  they? 
Hut  th-M-e  stood  the  stout  (,ld  One-Horse-Shay', 
As  fresh  as  on  Lisbon  eartlujuake  day! 
Kl'jhtren  hundred  —it   came,  and  found 
The  Deaeons  masterpiece  strong  and  sound. 
hujhfvni  hundred,  incrrnsal  by  ten  — 
"Hahnsum   Kerridi,re  "  they  called  it  then. 
hiahlnn  hundred  and  (n-enti/  came  — 
Runnin-  ;is  usual    -much' the  same. 
Thirtu   aiiii    //)>•/;/  ..t    \.,^t    .,,...: 

And  then  came  ////y  —  aiid  jijtu-jxve. 
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THE  DEACOX'S  MASTERPIECE 

Little  of  all  we  value  here 

Wakes  on  the  n.orn  of  its  hundreth  year 

Withf)Ut  both  feeling  and  looking;  queer. 

In  fact,  there's  nothinft  that  keeps  its  youth, 

So  far  as  I  know,  hut  a  tree  and  truth. 

(This  is  a  moral  that  runs  at  lar<ie; 

Take  it  — you're  welcome  —  no  extra  charge.) 
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First  of  November  —  the   Earthquake  day  — 

There  are  traces  of  ape  in  the  One- Hoss-Shay  — 

A  general  flavour  of  mild  decay  — 

But  nothing  local,  as  one  may  say. 

There  couldn't  be,  for  the  Deacon's  art 

Had  made  it  so  like  in  every  part 

That  there  wasn't  a  chance  for  one  to  start. 

For  the  wheels  were  just  as  strong  as  the  thills, 

And  the  floor  was  just  as  strong  as  the  sills, 

And  the  panels  just  as  strong  as  the  floor, 

Ami  the  whipple-tree  neither  less  nor  more. 

And  the  back  crossbar  as  strong  as  the  fore, 

And  the  spring  and  axle  and  hub  encore; 

And  yet,  as  a  whole,  it  is  past  a  doubt, 

In  another  hour  it  will  l)e  worn  out. 

First  of  Xovember,  'Fifty-Five! 

This  morning  the  parson  takes  a  drive. 

Now,  small  boys,  get  out  of  the  way! 

Here  comes  the  wonderful  One-Hoss-Shay, 

Drawn  V)y  a  rat -tailed,  ewe-necked  bay. 

"Hiddup!"  said  the  parson — off  went  they! 

The  parson  was  working  his  Sunday  text ; 

Had  got  to  fifthly,  and  stopped,  perplexed 

At  what,  in  the  world,  was  coming  next. 

All  at  once  the  horse  -stood  still, 

rinsf>  bv  tlie  meet'n'  house  on  the  hill: 

First  a  shiver,  and  then  a  thrill, 

Then  something  decidedly  like  a  spill; 
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And  the  pjirsoii  was  sittiiijf  upon  a  rock. 

At  lialf-past   nine  hy  tlio  moot'n'  house  dock — 

Just  the  hour  of  the  Karthrjuako  sliork! 

What  <lo  you  think  tho  parson  found 

When  he  <i;ot  up  and  stared  around? 

The  poor  old  chaise  in  a  heap  or  mound. 

As  if  it   had  been  to  the  mill  and  <rround! 

\  ou  see,  of  course,  if  you're  not  a  dunce, 

How  it   went  t(»  pieces  all  at  once  — 

All  ;it   onc(>,  and  n(»thin<r  (irst — ■ 

Just  as  l>ul)l)les  do  when  they  l)urst. 

Knd  of  the  wonderful  One-IIoss-Shay ! 

Logic  is  Lo(jic.     That's  all  I  say.  ' 

Ol.lVKK     WkNDKI.I.     IIuLMhS. 


TO  Till':  (TCKOO 

O  RLTTHr:  noweomor!  I  have  heard, 

I  liear  thee  and  rejoice: 
O  ('uckoo!  shall  I  call  thee  bird. 

Or  hut  a  wandering  voice? 

While  I  am  lyin<r  on  the  ^rass 
Thy  twofold  shout  I  hear; 

From  hill  to  hill  it  seem.s  to  pas-s, 
At  once  far  off  and  near. 

Though  habhlinp:  only  to  the  vale 
Of  sunshine  and  of  flowers. 

Thou  hrinf^e.st  unto  me  a  tale 
Of  visionary  hours. 

Thrice  welcome,  darling  of  the  Spring! 

Even  yc^t  thou  art  to  me 
No  i»ird:  hut  an  invisii)le  thing, 

A  voice,  a  mystery; 
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THE  CRASSflOl'PHR  AX  I)  THE  CRICKET 

The  saino  whdiii  in  my  scliool-hoy  days 

I  listened  to;  that  cry 
Whifh  made  me  look  a  thousand  ways 

In  hush,  and  tree,  and  sky. 

To  seek  thee  did  I  often  rove 

Throu<?h  woods  and  on  tlie  ^reen; 

And  thou  wert  still  a  hop<',  a  love; 
Still  lonu;ed  for.  never  .^een. 

And  I  ean  listen  to  thee  yet; 

Can  lie  upon  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  l)e<iet 

That  f^olden  time  ajiain. 

O  blessed  bird!  the  earth  we  pace 

A<?ain  ap|X^ars  to  be 
An  unsubstantial,  fairy  place 

That  is  tit  home  for  thee! 

William  Wordsworth. 
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THE  GRASSHOPPER  AND  THE  CRICKET* 

I. 

Tin:  poetry  of  earth  is  never  dead: 

When  all  the  birds  are  faint  with  the  hot  sun, 
And  hide  in  coolinf;;  trees,  a  voice  will  run 

From  hedge  to  hedsre  about  the  new-mown  mead; 

That  is  the  Grasshopper's  — he  takes  the  lead  * 

In  summer  luxury, —  he  has  never  done 
With  his  delights;  for  when  tired  out  with  fun 

He  rests  at  ease  beneath  some  pleasant  weed. 

'  The  Cricket — These  two  sonnets,  ficaiing  with  the  same 
subject,  were  written  by  Keats  ami  Hunt  in  a  friendly  com- 
petition, the  one  with  the  other. 
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The  po  "I  rv  of  cartli  is  (•casiiijr  iiovor: 

On  a  lone  winter  cvcniiifi;.  wlicn  tho  frost  •" 

^^  Has  wrou^^lit  a  silence,  from  tho  stove  there  shrills 
The  ('ricket's  son;;,  in  warmtii  increasing  ever, 
Anil  seems  to  one  in  drowsiness  half  lost, 

The  (Irasshoppcr's  ainon^  some  grassy   liills. 

John   Kkats. 

II. 


(Jreen  little  vaulter  in  tho  sunny  y;rass, 

Catchini;  your  heart  up  at  the  feet  of  June — 
Solo  voice  that's  heart!  amidst  the  lazy  noon. 

When  oven  tho  bees  la.n  at  tli<'  summoning  brass: 

And  you,  warm  little  housekeeper,  who  class 

With  thosi'  who  think  tho  candle  comes  too  soon, 
Loving  tlui  lire,  and  with  your  tricks  and  tune 

Nick  tho  glail  silent  moments  as  they  pass! 

()  sweet  and  tiny  cousins  that  belong 

Out!  to  tho  lields,  the  other  to  the  hearth. 

lioth  hav.'  your  sunshine;  both,  though  small  are  strong 
.\f  your  clear  hearts;  and  both  seem  given  to  earth 

To  sing  in  thoughtful  ears  this  natural  .song, 
Indooi's  ami  out,  summer  and  winter,  mirth. 

Lkic.h   IIlnt. 


to 


AD.MIHAi.S  ALL 


Imm;ii   ///,•  hlaiht  Race,  bv  p.Tinissiun  of  the  author  and 
nl   tin-  pubhshor,  John   Lano,   Loiuloii. 

i:i-it\(;ii\\r,  (b-enville.  Raleiirji,  Drake, 

ifiM-e's  to  \\\(\  l)old  and  fnM'! 
Henliow,  Collingwood,  Hyron,  Blake, 

Hail  to  the  Kin'.;s  of  t  lie  Sea! 
.\dmirals  all,  for  lluiland's  sake,  • 

Honour  be  yours  and  fame! 


-■J'T^  Vi'?-    .^J?.- 


M^-rf^yi 


AD^riRMS    \LI. 

And  lioimur,  :i>  I<>ni:  :is  wmvcs  sh;ill  l)reak. 
To  Nelson's  peerless  iKituel 

Adniiriils  (ill.  ji<r  Eihiliunl' .<  snl.-i  , 
Iliiuoiir  U<    i/iiiirs  and  jntm  .' 

Aiiil  hiiiiitiir,  ii.-!  Iionj  (IS  ii;ir(s  shall  U'-('iJ:, 
T.i  .\(lsiin's  jiniiisK  iicitK    .' 

I'.ssex  u;is  frettii\L;  in  (';i'li/   l'.;i\- 

With  llie  liiilleons  t';iir  in  si'^lit  : 
Howard  at   last   must   's'wv  iiitn  his  way, 

Anil  the  word  was  passeil  to  liLcht. 
Never  was  schooll)o\-  irayer  than  he. 

Since  holida\s  first    l)eij:an: 
He  tosse(|   his  lioimet    to  wind  and  sea. 

And  under  t  he  uun^  he  ran. 
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Drake  nor  devil  nor  Spaniard  feared. 

Their  cities  he  |)ut  to  t  h(>  sack: 
H(>  '^iimed  His  Catholic  Majesty's  heard. 

Aiul  harried  his  ships  to  wrack. 
He  was  playinj:  at    I'lyinoiiih  a  nil)tier  ol'  howls        -'' 

When  the  irreat    .\rinada  came: 
Hut  he  said.  ■■  They  must  wait  I  heir  t  urimood  ,<ouls," 

And  he  stooped,  ami  tinished  his  ^;aine. 

Fifteen  sail   wimc  the   Dutchmen  hitld. 

Duncan  he  had  luit   two: 
Hut  ho  anchored  them  fast   where  the  T(>\el  shoaled 

.And  his  coloiu-s  aloft   he  Hew. 
"  I've  taken  the  depth  to  a  fathom."  he  cried. 

"And  I'll  sink  with  a  ritrht   L'ood  will: 
For  I  know  when  we're  all  of  us  undi-r  tlie  tido         "' 

.Mv  Ha--  will  l)e  tlutterinu:  still." 


splinters  were  fiyina;  above,  below, 
When  Nelson  sailed  the  Sound: 


M  HIGH  S(  11,  H  U,  n  )ETR y  ROOK 

"Mark  you    I  wouldn't  ho  clsowl.rro  now  " 

baidho,  "foratlmu.snn.lp.,un<l!•' 
lhc  Adnural's  signal  bade  hin,  (|y 

Hut  he  wickedly  wa^'^e.l  his  head: 
He  clapped  the  filass  to  his  sightless  eve 
And  "I  m  han^rod  if  l  .see  it!"  he  said. 

Admirals  all.  they  said  their  say, 

(The  echoes  are  rin<iin"-  still)    ' 
Admirals  all.  they  went  tlieir  way 

To  the  haven  under  the  hill 
Hut  they  left  us  a  kinfidom  none  ,    „  take- 

Ihe  realm  of  the  circling  sea— 
To  be  ruled  by  the  ri-htfuFsons  of  Blake 

And  the  Rodneys  yet  to  l)e. 

Admirnh  all,  for  Knghnd'.-^  sake, 

II  on  an  r  be  } fours  and  fame  ' 
And  honour,  as  long  as  waves  shall  break 

J  0  Nelson  s  peerless  name  ! 

Henry  Newbolt. 
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TPIE  BriLDERS 

All  are  architects  of  Fate. 

Working  in  these  walls  of  Time 
Some  with  massixe  de-ds  and  ^reat 

{^ome  with  ornaments  of  rhyme.     ' 

Nothinn;  useless  is.  or  low; 

Each  thin«  in  its  place  is  besf 
And  what  seems  but  idle  show 

Strengthens  and  supports  the  rest. 

For  the  structure  that  we  raise, 
iinie  IS  with  materials  filled; 
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THE  BllLDF.KS 

1 

Our  to-days  and  yost onlays 

An>  tiu'  blocks  with  which  wo  build. 

Truly  shaiM>  and  fashion  thoso; 

liOavo  no  yawninj:  Raps  botwocn; 
Think  not.  bocauso  no  man  soos, 

I 

Such  thint;s  will  roniain  unsocn. 

! 

60 


55 


In  tho  older  days  of  Art, 

Builders  wrought  with  proatost  care 
Each  minute  and  unseen  part; 

For  the  Clods  see  everywhere. 

Let  us  do  our  work  as  well, 

lioth  the  unseen  and  the  seen; 
Make  tho  house,  where  (Jods  may  dwell, 

Beautiful,  entire,  and  clean. 

Else  our  lives  are  incomplete. 
Standing  in  these  walls  of  Time, 

Broken  stairways,  where  the  feet 
Stumble  a.s  they  seek  to  climb. 

Build  to-day,  then,  strong  and  sure, 

With  a  firm  and  ample  base; 
And  ascending  and  secure 

Shall  to-morrow  find  its  place. 

Thus  alone  can  we  attain 
To  those  turrets,  where  the  eye 

Sees  the  world  as  one  vast  plain, 
And  one  boundless  reach  of  sky. 

Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 
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''".'""■''';<-r.Mn.^l,.i,.  ,,,,,,.,,, 
^""so|M,,-v   lli;,|,|,,„|  I,,,.' 
''•;''""^  "'"'  ^"'^i-.i:  l.v  h.rs,.|f- 

-\'""<';^l"M.u,s...M,||,in.|s, I,;.  .,,,;, 
>-     roMl,,.vaI.,.n.fo.n.W 

W  wH...n,MH,tos  to  u.:.rv 

^"J'-'nHI.tsu,  .„„„.  sl.a.lvl.au.f 
••^"'••"^^  ArnLinn  s.m.Is;  " 

:-«nr:,^;:;::.:!r;;:---l. 

^Vill  11,,  ,„„.  ,,,||  , 

■\n.ll.af,|,..s|.,n^r,.„ 

I;aiu,liar  ,na(ti.r<,r,„-<lMv'     "  ' 
;^""'' natural  sum.u.lnss.  or  n.,;„ 
^'-^•-^'"-nan.l,nayh;a';;i^ 

^Vha,oYtiHMho,no.thon.ai,lonsan. 

^  •'^ '- J'or  s,n.i„.  , Hum- work  "^' 

•  n,l  o  or  hor  si.klo  l,.ndin^/ 

;,:""  •'■^  r  'Mounted  up  the  hill 

l^ong  after  it  .va.  heard  no  i 

^'iLUAM  Wordsworth. 
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II I. \  ojikcri  u(io(|>  Willi  IhkIs  aro  \:\uk. 


And 


iH'u-ciniM'  l)ii(l.s  (•;icli  iiiDriiiii^  siiii:, 


When  tiiklc  .M;i\   on  Siimincr's  l)nnk 


I'UII: 


cs,  a 


n.l  k 


iiMuv  iKit   uliich  t(»  t'ni:, 


II  a<::iiii, 


W'lu'tluT  I'roli  liini  and  l)l(i')i 

Or  hoar  frost  silvcrin:^  liill  ami  plain, 

Then  from  the  lioncxsiicklc  <rray 
Tlic  oriole  with  cxprricnccd  <iu('st 

Twitches  the  lii)roiis  hark  away. 
The  cordaire  of  his  haiimiock  nest, 

CheeriiiL'  his  laliour  with  a  note 

Rich  as  the  oraiiire  of  hi<  throat. 

Hiirh  o'er  the  loud  and  dusty  road 

The  soft  irray  cup  in  sat'ety  swinjrs. 
To  hrini  in  .\utrust  with  its  loa<l 


Of  downv  hreasts  and  th.rohhi 


n''  wiiiirs. 


l.'S 


O'er  which  the  friendly  elm-tree  heave.s 
.\n  emerald  roof  with  sculptured  eaves. 

Oh.  happy  life,  to  soar  and  sway 

Above  the  life  by  mortals  led.  *» 

Sinjiinjr  the  merry  months  away. 

Master,  not  slave,  of  daily  bread, 
.\nd.  when  the  .\utumn  comes,  to  flee 
Wherever  sunshine  beckons  thee. 

J.A.MKS     Rl  SShl.I.     LOWEM,. 


vnrm-: 


SwKKT  dav.  so  cool,  so  call 


n.  so  bn<;ht , — 


The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky,  — 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  fall  to-iu.i,'ht, 
Vor  thou  must  die. 
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Hi  h  IK 


I'ly  nx.t   ,s  ever  ii,  it.s  ^ravc      " 


And  tliou  must  die. 
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''^\V('0(    spriii^r,   full   „f  . 

A  I.,  .      1  "»«i  Ma\>,  atul  roses. 

A    mx  wlu.n.  swrets  ,.o,„,.a,.t(Ml  lie. 
M>   .Musw  shous  ye  have  your  ,.|oses 
•Anu  ail  must  die. 

Only  a  sweet  an.i  virtuous  .soul 

wke  sea.soned  timber,  never  ;:ives; 
iiut,,hou,dM^ 

llieu  cluefly  lives. 

C'KoRci:   IIkkbkht. 


DK.AKKS  DRlMi 

^'f  thf  "i^l^l^t^t-hn  L^t^LC'""  "^  ^^^  -^hor  and 

U.w??^^.;^fr  Ue^'Ko:  I:;;''  /^'-  ^^'-^  ^n^ies,  near  the 
burietl   at   sea       "A    J.//?/       January    2S.    l. -,;».-,,   and    was 

Sir  Francis  Drake    is    ;l,^;"r-    '^^'"'^'^^   -'^h    the  arL  S 
legend  is  st.Il  extant  ,n  H,l!V;,?.':'A'^^f^"".'?>'  I"  .^^evon,  and  the 
^  Plymouth  Ho^Thehni  of  ^Plyn^outT"' 


'i^-v. 


/■(  '   til.t  'Ss*  'A/S 
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Uoviu'  tlio'  his  death  fell,  hr  unit  wi"  heart  at  eaw, 
An'  droaiiiin'  arl  the  time  u'  I'lyrnnuth  Hch-. 

"Take  my  drum  to  llntrlaiiil.  haii^  et   liy  the  shore, 
Strike  et  when  your  powch-r's  rutmin^i  low; 

If  the  Dorissijrht  Devon.  Ill  cjuit  the  port  o'  Heaven,  '' 
An'  drum  tJiem  uj)  the  Chatmel  as  we  drummed  tlu-m 
lon^  a^o. " 

Drake  he  'sin  liis  harnmo<'k  till  the  trreat  Armadas  come, 

(Capten,  art  tha  slee|)in'  then*  U'low?). 
Shuij;  atween  the  round-shot,  listenin'  for  the  drum, 

An'  dreamin'  arl  the  time  o'  I'lynioutli  H.>e.  =* 

Call  him  on  the  deep  sea,  call  him  up  the  Sound, 

Call  him  when  ye  sail  to  meet  the  fo<»; 
Where  the  old  trade's  plyin'  an'  the  old  Ha^  flyin' 

Tliey  shall  find  him  ware  an'  wakin',  as  they  found 
him  lon^  a^o. 

Henry  New  bolt. 


TO  BLOSSOMS 

Fair  pledges  of  a  fruitful  tree, 
Why  ilo  ye  fall  so  fast? 
Your  date  is  not  so  past. 

Hut  you  may  stny  yet  here  awhile, 
To  blush  anil  gently  smile; 
And  go  at  last. 


What,  were  ye  born  to  be 
An  hour  or  half's  delight, 
And  so  to  bid  good-night? 

'Twas  pity  Nature  brought  ye  forth 
Merely  to  show  your  worth, 
And  lose  you  quite. 
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I"''"    ^'  ll'»>l.  I'.'I-.TKV  /:,H>K 
I'.llf   .\..n  ;:,•.-  I,. vHv  |,,,v.s.  uIhiv  w,- 

Mil;.   i.;i.|  iiow  >,,(.ii  tliiiiirs  |i;,v(. 
■|l'<n-  •■i.'l.  t|,(.ui;li  iicVr  >,,  l„-;,v,.- 
An.l  .-ithT  i!..v  l,,v..  .Un^^u  tlirir  j.n.i,., 
'■'K<-  .\"U,  ;i\vlii|..,      ii„.y  i_rii,j,. 
lull)  the  ulnxc. 


TO  A  SKVI.AHK 

ivnn  Ki  \[.  minstivl!  pilgrim  n\  tl„.  <ky' 

(>i,  u  hil.Ml,..  wmiis  ;,s,Miv.  an.  I„,,rt  ;n,.|  rv,. 
.,'"*"'  ^^""  'I'v  n..>t   up.,,,  ,Ih.  <lcuvmoun.T' 

I'.v  >.<-<.  ui,,,!,  tl„,u,,.nM  -Inipintu,,   will 
ll'<..<r,,,„v..,„,.  ui,„-  ,.,„„p„....l.  ,|,„   „,u<ic'>tili: 

''■"  'I"'  li'.-t    p.HUt   nf  visio,,.  aii.l  l„.v..„.l 

-  1  u  xt  tJHr.-.n.lt  „„„.;,  .H.v<.r-la,lini:l.n„,j-- 

lhnils„ni  tl.c  l,.s.  tl,clM,s,,n,  ot•tl„.plai„■ 
^.'t   n,,.h,s,   ,|,,.usc.,Mu,  p,-uu.|pnv,k...:,./si,,.- 
■All  ii'«l.  pciKk-iit  of  III,,  leafy  sprin.iT. 

''';"■•'  '"  ""'  "iiil'tin.ixalr  lirr  sha.lv  w.mkI- 

A  privacy  (.f  .irloriuus  liir|,t  is  thino; 
\Mh;ii.v  thou  (l...t  pour  up.,,,  the  worl.I  a  flood        '= 
Ol  lianiiouy    with  instinct  more  divine- 
ype  ,,t  the  wise  wl,„s.,ar.  I.ut  never  roan, - 
"■■''<    t.,  the  kin.lred  points  of  Heaven  and  Home. 

\V,|.,1AM     W'llRUawuHlU. 
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THK  I.ll.lKS  OF  TIIK  VWAA) 


Swi.iT  mirsliiiirs  of  tlu'  voriial  ski( 
l>atlic(l  in  >ofl   airs,  ainl  fed  uitji  d 


o\v, 


Wliat 


iiHirc  t  hail  maij,i<'  iti  voii 


lies. 


To  fill  tlic  heart's  f 


oinl  view  .' 


In  chiiilhodd's  sports,  coinpaiiioiis  jx; 


IV 


II  sorrow,  on  l.ilc  s  (iownward  \\a\-. 


How  soot  liin.ir!   in  our  la>t  dec 


IV 


.M 


•  'inorials  pr<.tnj)t    and  true 


Relics  ye  are  of  I'lden's  liov.-er.=;. 

As  pure,  as  frairrant.  and  as  fair, 
As   when  ye  ero\,  ned  the  sunshine   1 

Of  liappy  wanderers  th(  re. 
I'all'n  all  lieside        the  world  of  hfe. 


iour.«i 


II 


ow  it   is  viained  with  fear  and  strife! 


In  Reason's  worhl  wiiat  storms  are  rif 
\\  hat   passions  ranirc  and  ;:iare! 

Hut  cheerful  and  uiichaniiefl  the  while 


^'our  first  and  perfect  form  \('  si 


low 


The  sam(>  that  won  Mncs  m.-ition  sniilo 
In  the  world's  openinir  ulow. 

Tiie  stars  of  heaven  a  course  are  taught 

'loo  IulIi  ;;l)ove  our  human  th<iuirhl; 

Ve  may  he  found  if  ye  are  soii':lit, 
And  as  we  <ra/.c  wc  know. 


to 


IS 


!0 


\'v  dwell  heside  our  p;iths  and  lionio.s, — 
Our  pat  lis  of  sin.  our  homes  of  sorrow 


And  fruiltv  man,  where'er  he  n 


lams, 


You 


r  innocent  mirth  ma\-  borrow, 


The  birds  of  air  before  u<  lle(>t . 

They  cannot  brook  our  sh;ime  to  meet  — 

Hut    wc  m;iv  taste  \dur  solace  swoot 


And 


■oine  atram  to-morrow. 
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\o  foarloss  in  your  nosts  ahirlo 

Xor  may  wo  scorn,  too  proudly  wise, 
^  our  silent   lessons,  undcscried 

Hy  all  hut   lowly  eyes: 
For  ye  eould  draw  tllr  adniiriuK  Kaze 
Ol   Hum  whr,  worlds  and  hearts  survey.s- 
^our  order  wild,  your  fragrant  maze,' 
He  taught   us  how  to  prize. 

Ve  felt  your  Maker's  smile  that  hour. 

As  when  he  paused  an<l  owned  vou  -oo-l- 
His  hlessmjr  ,,„  oarth's  })rimal  hower, 

^«  felt   it  all  renewed. 
What  rare  ye  now.  if  winter  s  .storm 
Sweep  ruthle.ss  o  or  each  silken  form? 
Christ's  l)lessin<r  ;,t  your  heart  is  warm, 

\c  fear  no  vexing'  mood. 

Alas!  of  thousand  bosoms  kind. 

That  daily  court  you  and  care.ss. 
How  few  the  happy  secret  find 

Of  your  calm  loveliness! 
^'  Live  for  to-day!  to-morrows  lifiht 
To-morrows  cares  shall  brin-i  to  sijiht 
Co  sleep  like  c-losin^  flowers  at  nijrht,  ' 

And  Heaven  thy  morn  will  blels.'' 

John  Keble. 

THE  Old)  SCOTTISH  CAVALIER' 

CoMi:  li.s^ton  to  another  song. 

Should  make  your  heart  beat  hip;h, 
Brin^'  crimson  to  your  foreliead, 
And  the  lustre  to  your  eye;— 
It  i.'.  a  .sonf;  of  oldon  time, 
Of  days  loni^  since  L'one  bv 
»  Cavalier— Cameron  of  Lnchicll. 
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THE  OLD  SCOTTISH  CAVALIER  67 

And  of  a  Baron  stout  and  hold 
As  e'er  wore  sword  on  thiKli! 

Like  a  brave  old  Scottish  cavalier, 

All  of  the  olden  time!  '* 

He  kept  his  rastle  in  the  north 

Hard  by  the  thunderinji  S|)ey: 
And  a  thousand  vassals  dwelt  around, 

All  of  his  kindred  they. 
And  not  a  man  of  all  that  clan  *• 

Had  ever  ceased  to  l)ray 
For  the  Royal  race  they  loved  so  well. 

Though  exiled  far  away 

From  the  steadfast  Scottish  cavaliers, 

All  of  the  olden  time!  * 

His  father  drew  the  rijihteous  sword 

For  Scotland  and  lier  claims, 
Anions  the  loyal  fijentlemen 

And  chiefs  of  ancient  names 
Who  swore  to  fight  or  fall  beneath  *• 

The  standard  of  Kinjr  .lames. 
And  died  at  Killiccrankie  I'ass 

With  the  glory  of  the  (!ra>mes; ' 
Like  a  true  old  Scottish  cavulier, 

All  of  the  olden  time!  •• 

He  never  owned  the  foreign  rule, 

No  master  he  obeyed 
But  kept  his  clan  in  i)eace  at  home, 

From  foray  and  fiom  raid: 
And  when  they  jvsked  him  for  his  oath,  '^ 

He  touched  his  glittering  blade. 
And  pointed  to  his  bonnet  blue, 

That  bore  the  white  cockade: 

Like  a  leal  old  Scottish  cavalier. 

All  fif  the  olden  time!  ^ 

'  The  glory  of   the    Orames — John    Grahame   of   Clavcr- 
house,  Viscount  Dundee. 
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At  Irnjrtli  tlio  nous  ran  through  the  land  — 

'J'lii;  I'KiNri;  had  coiiic  ajjaiii! 
'I'liat  iiiuMit  th(>  fiery  cross'  was  sped 

O'er  iiiouiitairi  and  through  <,den; 
And  our  old  Haron  rose  in  niii;ht, 

I-ike  a  lion  from  his  d(>n. 
And  rode  away  across  the  liills 

'J'o  Charlie  and  his  men. 

^^ith  the  valiant  Scotiish  cavalier^, 
All  of  the  olden  timel 

He  was  the  first   that  Kent  the  knee 

When  the  SrANOAKr)  waved  abroad, 
i\o  was  the  first   that   char-red  the  foe 

On  Preston's-"  bloody  sod; 
And  ever    in  the  van  of  fii^'hf, 

The  foremost  still  he  trod, 
I'ntil  on  bleak  ("ulloden's  heath. 

Ho  ;i;ave  his  soul  to  (lod, 

1-ike  a  <:ood  <,ld  Scottish  cavalier, 
All  of  the  olden  lime! 

Oh:  never  sh'dl  we  know  a<,'ain 

A  heart  so  stout  and  t  rue    - 
The  olden  times  have  passed  away, 

And  weary  are  the  new: 
'i'he  fair  White  Hose''  has  faded 

From  the  ^^arden  where  it  jirew. 
And  no  ond  tears   save  those  of  heaven. 

The  {glorious  bed  bedew 

Of  the  last  ol<l  Scottish  cavalier, 
All  of  th(>  olden  time! 

Wii.i.iAM    Edmon-stoink   AvTOL'N'. 
'  Fiery  cross  -  TIu-  IlighLui.l  summons  to  battle 
^J'^^eston     The  l.attl-  ,,f   I'ri'sti.npans. 
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White  Rose     Tb. 


THE  WATERFALL  69 

THE  \VATI:H1' ALL 

I.o!  like  a  plorious  pile  of  diainoiids  hriirlit. 
Built  on  the  stcadfa.-t  ('lift's,  the  waterfall 
Pours  forth  its  treins  of  pearl  aixl  silver  li^dit  ! 
Tliev  sink,  they  rise,  and  si)arklin^'  cover  all 
With  intinite  reful^'ence;  while  its  s«»im. 
Suhlinie  as  thunder,  rolls  the  woods  along  — 

Rolls  throujih  the  woods:-     iiey  send  its  i.eeents  bark 

Whose  last  vibration  in  the  desert  dies: 

lt.s  radiance  glances  o'er  the  watery  traek. 

Till  the  soft  wave,  as  wrapt  in  slumber,  lies  '" 

Beneath  the  forest -shade  -   then  sweetly  flows 

A  niilkv  stream,  all  silent  as  it  goes. 


Its  foam  is  .scattered  on  the  margent  bound. 
Skirting  the  darksome  grove.     But  list!  the  hum 
Of  industry,  the  rattling  hanuner's  sounil. 
Kiles  whizzing,  creaking  sluices,  eclnK'd  come 
On  the  fa.st -travelling  breeze!     Oh  no  —  no  voice 
Is  heard  around  l)Ut  thy  majestic  noise. 


IS 


When  the  mad  storm-wind  tears  the  oak  asunder, 
In  thee  its  shiver'd  fragments  find  their  tomb; 
When  rocks  are  riven  l)y  the  bolt  of  thunder, 
As  sands  they  sink  into  thy  mighty  womb: 
The  ice  that  would  imprison  thy  proud  tide, 
Like  bits  of  broken  gla.ss  is  scutter'd  wide. 


50 


The  fierce  wolf  prowls  around  thee— there  he  stands^ 
Listening  —  not  fearful,  for  he  nothiig  fears: 
His  red  eyes  burn  like  fury-kindled  l)rands; 
Like  bri.stles  o'er  him  his  coarse  fur  he  rears; 
Howling,  thy  dreathvil  roar  lie  oft  re|K'ats, 
And,  more  ferocious,  hastes  to  bloodier  feats. 


ao 
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The  wild  stair  hoars  thy  falhuK  waters'  sound, 
And  frcinhhii-rly  flics  forward  —  oVr  hor  bark 
She  h.-nds  h.T  stately  horns  -the  noiseless  j^round 
Her  hurried  f,.,.t  impress  n„t    -and  her  traek 
Is  lost  amidst  the  tumult  of  the  hreeze.  3s 

And  the  leaves  fallinir  fr„m  the  rustlinji  trees. 

'I'lie  wild  horse  thee  approaches  in  his  turn; 

He  chanjres  not  his  proudly  rapid  stride; 

His  mane  stands  up  erect  —  his  nostrils  iuirn  — 

He  snorts  -  he  pricks  his  (-ai-s  -  and  starts  aside; 

llicn  rushmj,'  madly  forward  to  thy  steep. 

He  dashes  down  into  thy  torrents  deep. 

Sir  J(jii.\    Bowring. 
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GRADATIM 

Hk.wk.v  is  not  reached  at  a  .single  hound; 
But  we  build  the  ladder  by  which  we  ri.sc 
From  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies, 

And  we  mount  to  the  summit  rouml  by  round. 

I  c«unt  thi.s  thinj;  to  be  fjrandly  true: 
Tha^  a  noble  deed  is  a  step  toward  God, 
Liftino;  the  .soul  from  the  connnon  sod 

To  a  purer  air  and  a  broader  view. 

We  ri.se  by  thin<rs  that  are  under  our  feet  • 
Hy  what  we  have  mastered  of  fro(,d.  and  gain 
By  the  pride  deposed  and  the  pa.ssion  slain 

And  the  vaiKiuished  ills  that  we  hourly  meet. 

We  hope,  we  aspire,  we  resolve,  we  trust 
When  the  morning  calls  us  to  life  and  li.rht ; 

,,     ',."  -^ait.-^n,\\  v.eary.  and  ere  the  night    '^ 

Our  lives  are  trailing  t he  sordid  dust. 
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We  hope,  wo  resolve,  \vp  aspire,  we  pray. 

And  we  think  that  we  mount  the  air  on  wings. 
Beyond  the  recall  of  sensual  thin<:s, 

While  our  feet  still  clinjr  to  the  heavy  day.  ^ 

Only  in  dreams  is  a  ladder  thrown 

From  the  weary  earth  to  the  sapphire  walls; 

Hut  the  dreams  depart,  and  the  vision  falls, 
Antl  the  sleejK*r  awakes  on  his  pillow  of  stone. 

Heaven  is  not  reached  at  a  sinjrle  hound:  " 

But  we  build  the  lailder  hy  which  we  rise 
fVom  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies, 

And  we  mount  to  the  summit  roun.l  by  round. 

Josiah  GiLnERT  Holland. 


VALKYRIUR  SOXG  ' 

The  Sea-king  woke  from  the  troubled  sleep 

Of  a  vision-haunted  night, 
And  he  looked  from  his  bark  o'er  the  gloomy  deep, 

And  counted  the  streaks  of  light; 

For  the  red  sun's  earliest  ray  • 

Was  to  rouse  his  bands  that  day, 

To  the  stormy  joy  of  fight! 

But  the  dreams  of  rest  were  still  on  earth, 

And  the  silent  stars  on  high, 
And  there  waved  not  the  smoke  of  one  cabin  '" 

hearth 

'iMidst  the  quiet  of  the  sky; 

*  Valk3rriur — In  Asgard,  the  heaven  of  the  Norse,  is  situ- 
ated Valhalla,  the  great  hall  of  Odin,  the  king  of  the  Asas  or 
gods.  In  this  hall  Odin  feasts  the  chosen  lieroes  whom  he 
has  gathered  to  assist  him  in  Ragnarock  or  the  Twilight  of 
the  Gods,  the  last  great  struggle  between  the  powers  of 
good  and  the  powers  of  evil  The  warriors  are  selected  for 
Odin  by  llie  Valkyriurs,  ur  Valkyries,  iviaidens  mounted  on 
white  steeds  who  ride  abroad  ]5icking  out  from  the  heroes 
on  the  battle-field  those  whom  they  will  convey  to  Valhalla. 


20 


■  men  siii,H>i.  I'oiiTRv  iiiH)K 

And  nloiiu'  liic  luilin;!,!    |,j,y^ 
In  t  licit-  >!,•(. p  the  hninlrts  lay, 
l'"r  llicy  knew  not   I  he  \nrsc  ucrc  niuli! 

Tlic  ."-^ca-kiti-  l.M,k,.,|  (,Vr  tl,..  l,n..Mli„n-  u;iv(.-       '■■ 
lit'  tiuiK'd  to  the  (luskv  ^Ik.iv. 

And  tli.Tc  M...ni..,l,  tlin.ULd.  tl,,.  an-l.  ,.l- a  ,i,l,.-uniri 
ra\c 

A  ^Icaiii,  as  of  snow,  to  pour; 

And  lortli.  in  watery  liuht. 

•^'•'vcd  plianloins,  <linily  uhifc, 
Whicli  the  -all.  of  woman  l.oic. 

Slowly  thry   inoxrd  to  the  l.illow  sidr; 

And  the  forms,  as  they  orcw  nioiv  dear, 
N-cnnvl  each  on  a  tall,  pale-  steed  to  ride, 
And  ;i  >li;tdouy  crest  to  reai'. 
And  to  l.eckon  with  taitjt  hand, 
1  roni  the  dark  and  rocky  strai'id, 
And  to  point  a  ^learniiiir  sjK'ar. 

Then  a  stilln(>ss  on  his  spirit   fell, 

before  th'  unearthly  train, 
Vor  he  knew  Xallialla's  daughters  well, 
'I'he  Choosers  of  the  slain! 
And  a  sudden  risini:;  hice/.e 
lioix',  acro.ss  the  nioanin*^  seas, 
To  his  ear  their  thrillini;  strain. 
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''There  .are  son^^s  in  Odin's  hall. 
For  the  hnive.  ere  ni^ht  to  fall! 
Doth  the  irreat   sun  hidf-  his  ray?— 
lie  nmst  hrin-  a  wmthful  day!' 
Nccps  the  falchion  in  its  sheath?— 
Swords  nuist  d(.  the  \v(.rk  of  death! 
-••  ^•.-  .  •     -  N-.t  Kiuu!  —  liiee  WL'  calil— 
llicre  IS  joy  in  Odin's  Hall. 
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\'.\LI\')'I<IIN  S(>.\(; 

"At  tlio  feast   and  i?i  the  sunt;. 
Thou  slialt   Im'  rcnicinlxTcd  Ion;;! 
Hy  the  iiivvu  isles  nf  the  fl,M),| 
Thou  hast   left   thy  track  in  l.loo.l! 
( )n  the  earth  and  on  the  sea. 
There  are  t  ho>e  will  si^ak  of  thee! 
Tis  enou<rh,  -  the  \var-<iods  call, — 
There  is  mead  '  in  Odin's  Hall! 
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"Rejrner!  tell  thy  fair-haired  hridn 
She  must  slumber  at  thv  side! 
Tell  the  brother  of  thy  I)reast, 
V.vvn  for  him  thy  {rrave  hath  rest ! 
'I'ell  the  raven  steed  which  bore  thee, 
When  the  wild  wolf  fled  before  the(;, 
H<'  too  with  his  lord-  nuisl  fall, — 
There  is  room  in  Odin's  Ilall! 


ss 


"  Lol  the  miiihty  sun  looks  forth —  « 

Arm!  thou  leader  of  the  north! 

Lo!  the  mists  of  twili<,dit   iiy.— 

We  must  vanish,  thou  must  die! 

Hy  the  sword  and  l)y  the  sfM'ar. 

By  ttie  hand  that  knows  not  fear,  « 

Sea-kin<:!  nobly  shalt  thou  fall! — 

There  is  joy  in  Odin's  Hall!" 

There  was  arming'  heard  on  land  and  wave, 
When  afar  the  sunli.^ht  spread, 

'  Mead  Tlic  warriors  in  Vallialla  wi-rc  fed  on  tiesh  from 
the  l)oar.  Suehrinincr,  and  on  ineail  from  the  she-^'oat,  Ikidrun. 
The  sui>[)ly  of  both  food  and  drink  is  inr\haustiV)le. 

-  With  his  lord  "When  a  iiorthem  chief  fell  :^loriouslv  in 
war  his  ohse.inies  were  hou-'ired  with  all  possible  muKni- 
ticenee.  His  arms,  i,'old  and  silver,  war-horse,  donicstie 
attendance,  .itid  whatever  el>  he  held  most  dear  were  placed 
witji  hitn  on  !!'.••  '.••]■•  !!■-.  :!:  tt.'.;-!-.* ^  it-..!  fv;  .-.-.a.  f—  ... .  .>'.. 
made  it  a  jioi-it  of  honour  to  (h.'  with  their  leade-  in  o'rder'to 
attend  his  shad.'  in  Valh  dla  And  lastlv  liis  wifi-  was  ^'cn- 
erally  cunsumed  witli  lum  on  the  .same  pile."  -  .\/ri-.  Ihmatts 
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Ami  the  pli.'intoin  forms  of  the  fide-worn  ravo 
With  the  mists  of  morning;  llc(l.  w 

liut  tit  eve.  the  kiii^jly  hand 
Of  tho  hattii'-avc  and  Itrand, 
Lay  cold  on  a  pile  of  dead! 

Fii.K  i\   DiiKoniKA  Hkmans. 


MKMOIlAHIIdA 

An,  did  you  onco  soo  Sholloy '  plain. 

And  did  ho  stop  and  s{)cak  to  you. 
And  did  you  sj)eak  to  him  again? 

How  strange  it  seems  and  new! 

Hut  you  were  living  before  that. 

And  also  you  are  living  after; 
And  the  memory  I  started  at  — 

My  starting  moves  your  laughter! 

1  crassed  a  moor,  witli  a  name  of  its  own 
And  a  certain  use  in  the  world  no  doubt, 

Yet  a  hand's-breadth  of  it  shines  alone 
'Mid  the  blank  miles  round  about: 
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For  there  I  picked  up  on  the  heather, 
And  there  I  put  inside  my  breast. 

A  moulted  feather,  an  eagle  feather! 
Well,  1  forget  the  rest. 


RoBtRT  Browning. 


'fihelley  Sfowning  in  early  youth  was  pu.foandly  in- 
fluenced by  Shelley  and  he  never  lost  his  admiration  tor  the 
great  poet. 
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AN    INCIDKNT   OF   THK    VWiV.   AT    HAMBURG 

Tm;  towor  of  old  Sniiit  Nicliolus  soared  upward  to  the 
skies, 

Mko  some  Iuikc  piece  ,,f  Nature's  make,  the  growth  of 

eenturics; 
"\  ou  could   not   deem    its   crowding    spins  a   work   of 

human  art, 

They  seemed  to  stru<r«le  h-ihtward  fn.ii.  a  sturdy  Hvi.  :, 
heart. 

Not   Nature's  self  more  freely  speaks  in  crytal  or  in 
oak,  '  s 

Tiian.  through  the  pious  builder's  hand,  in  tiiat  gray 

pile  she  sj)oke; 
And  as  from  aeorn  spring's  the  oak.  so.  freely  and  alone, 
Sprang  from  his  heart  this  hynm  to  (lod,  sung  in  obedi- 
ent stone. 

It  seemed  a  wondrous  freak  of  chance,  so  perfect,  yet 

so  rough 
A  whini  of  Nature  cry.stallised  .slowly  in  granite  tough;'" 
The  thick  spires  yearned  towards  the  sky  in  quaint 

harmonious  lines. 
And  in  broad  sunlight  basked  and  slept,  like  a  grove 

of  blasted  pines. 

Never  did  rock  or  stream  or  tree  lay  claim  with  better 

right 
To  all  the  adorning  sympathies  of  shadow  and  of  light; 
And,  in  that  forest  j)etriticd,  as  forester  there  dwells       " 
Stout  Herman,  the  old  sacristan,  sole  lord  of  all  its  bells. 

Surge  leaping  after  surge,  the  fire  roared  onward  red 
as  blood, 

Till  half  of  Hamburg  lay  engulphed  beneath  the  eddy- 
ing flood; 


7fi  men  SCHOOL  i-oetrv  hook 

For  iiiilfs  ;iu;iy  the  lifiy  spr.iy  poiircd  down  its  dcjidlv 

r;iiii 
And   hack  and   forfli   the  hillows  sucked,  and   paused 

and  laiisl   at'ain.  m 

From  s«|uarc  lo  s(|uan'  uiih  liirri-  |,.;,ps  panted  tlio 
lustful   fire, 

Till-  air  to  leeuanl  sliudilered  uiih  the  ;:asps  of  its 
desire; 

And  cliunh  and  jialace  uhidieven  now  >to(.<l  ulielnied 
1>MI    tu   the    knee 

Fift  their  Mack  ro()t'>  like  hreakers  |,,ne  aitnd  the  whirl- 
ing sea. 


2S 


Fpin  his  tower  old  Herman  .sat  and  watched  with  (juiet 
look;  2s 

His    soul    had    (rusted    Cnd    t(.(.    Umi:    to    he    at    la.st 
forsook : 

He  eoul.l   not    fear,  for  surely  (iod   a   palhwav   would 
unfold 

Throu<rh  this  red  sea  for  faithful   hearts,   as  .,nce   He 
did  of  old. 


But  scarcely  can  ho  cross  himself,  or  on  his  pood  .sal 


nt 


call, 


Before  the  sacrile«rious  flood  o'erleaiHHl  the  church-vurd 
wall ;  ■      so 

And,  ere  a  ralrr  half  was  said  'mid  smoke  and  cracklinfr 
^dare, 

His  island  tower  scarce  juts  his  head  above  the  wide 
desj)air. 

rjx)n   the   peril's  de.-perate   peak   his   heart   stood   up 
sublime; 

His  first  ihoufiht  was  for  (ioii  above,  his  next  was  for 
his  chime: 


A    UVs// 


Sint:  now  ;ui(l  iiiaki'  ymr  voices  licirtl  in  livmn<  of 
praise,   '  erie<l  lie.  *^' 

As  (li<l  the  Israelites  of  uM.  safe  walkiiitr  tlirouijli  the 
sea! 

Throuyh  this    n-d  sea  <.iir  <io.l   hath  inaije  the  path- 


a\  safe  to  si 


lore 


< 'lU'  promised  laml  slarwls  full  in  siirht  :  shout    now  as 


ne  er 


I.ef 


ore 


Anil   as  the   tower  caiiie  crashing  down,   the   Im'IIs,   in 

dear  accord. 
Pealed    forth    the    <:rand    old    (iernian    hvnin,       "All 


flood  souls,   praise  the    i.nrd' 


i\ii s  I-;  1    sill.  Low  1,1. 1, 


A  WISH 

This  only  grant  tno.  that  niy  means  mav  lio 
Too  low  f('ir  envy,  for  contempt  too  hij^li. 

Some  honour  I  would  have 
Not  from  j:reat  deeds,  hut  {^ood  alone. 
The  unknown  are  hetter  than  ill  known; 

Humour  can  op<'  the  jrrave. 
Accpiaintance  I  would  have,  hut  when  't  dej¥>n(i.s 
Not  on  the  number,  hut  the  choice  of  friends. 


liooks  should,  not  business,  entertain  the  light, 
And  sloop,  a.s  undisturbd  as  death,  the  night.  '" 

.My  house  a  cottage,  more 
Than  palace,  and  should  fitting  be, 
For  all  my  uso,  not  luxury. 

My  gardon  painted  o'er 
With  nature's  hand,  not  art's;  and  pleasuros  yield,'* 
Horace  might  envy  in  his  Sabine  field.' 

'  Sabine  field— The  celebrated  Sabine  fann  of  Horace,  the 
Roman  lyric  poet. 
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Thus  would  I  (louhlo  my  life's  fadiiij;  spare, 
For  ho  tliat  runs  it  well.  t\vi('(»  runs  his  race. 

And  in  this  true  doMf^hl , 
These  unl)()U<iht  sports,  this  happy  state, 
I  would  not  fear  nor  wish  my  fate, 

Hut  hohlly  say  each  ni^ht , 
To-morrow  let  my  sun  his  beams  display, 
Or  in  clouds  hide  them;  1  have  liv'd  to-day. 

AnKAiiAM  Cowley. 


THE  FORrnxr;  of  thk  .vnchor 

CoMK,  .see  the   /)<)//»///» '.s  anchor  forced ;   'tis  at  a  white 

heat   now : 
The  hellows  ceased,  the  flames  decrea.sed;  thoujjh  on 

the  forf^e's  l)row 
The   little   flames  still   fitfully   play  throu^di  the  sable 

mound ; 
Ajid  fitfully  you  still  may  see  the  ^rim  smiths  rankinj; 

round, 
All  clud  in  h-athern  panoply,  their  l)n»ad  hands  only 

hare: 
Some  rest  upon  their  sle<ljies  here,  some  work  the  wind- 

liuss  there. 
'  !ie  windla.ss  strains  the  tackle  chains,  the  black  mound 

heaves    below. 
And  red  and  deep,  a  hundred  veins  burst  out  at  every 

throe; 
It   ri.ses,  roa'^,  rends  all   out ri<;ht —O  Vulcan,'   what  a 

frlowl 

'Tis  blindinti  white,  'tis  blast in<;  brif^ht— the  hifih  sun 
shines  not  sol  i" 

The  \n\:\\  sun  sees  iK.t,  on  the  earth,  such  fiery,  fearful 
show, 

'  Vulcan  -Vulcan,  or  Hi  phaistns.  was  the  god  of  black- 
smiths. His  forges  were  Mipposcii  to  be  sUuated  beneath 
Mount   Etna 
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ruddy 


The  roof-ribs  swart h,  the  caiidcMit    heart! 

lurid  row 
Of  smiths  that  stand,  an  anient  hand,  like  .;fi  before 

the  f  .V 
As  quivorinp:  throuph  his  fleere  of  flame,  the  sailing 

monster,  slow 
Sinks  on  the  anvil — all  about  the  faces  fiery  prow.      '* 
"Hurrah!"  they  shout,  "leap  out — leap  out,"  bang, 

banji  the  sledges  go; 
Hurrah!  the  jetted  lightnings  are  hissing  high  and  low; 
A  hailing  fount  of  fire  is  struck  at  every  squashing  blow, 
The  leathern  mail  rebounds  the  hail,  the  rattling  cinders 

st  row 
The  ground   around:  at   every   bound   the   sweltering 

fountains  flow:  " 

And  thick   and   loud  the  swinking  '  crowd,   at  every 

stroke,  pant  "  Ho!" 
Leap  out,  leaj)  out,  mv  ma.sters:  leap  out  and  lay  on 

load! 
Let 's  forge  a  goodly  anchor — a  bower '  thick  and  broad; 
For  a  heart  of  oak  is  hanging  on  every  blow,  I  bode. 
And  I  see  the  good  ship  riding,  all  in  a  perilous  road;  ^ 
The  low  reef  roaring  on  her  lee — the  roll  of  ocean  jX)ur'd 
From  stem  to  stern,  sea  after  sea — the  mainmast  by  the 

board ; 
The  bulwarks  down,  the  rudder  gone,  the  boats  stove 

at  the  chains! 
But  courage  still,  brave  mariners,  the  bower  yet  remains, 
And  not  an  inch  to  flinch  he  deigns,  save  when  ye  pitch 

sky  high,  " 

Then  moves  his  head,  as  tht)Ugh  he  said, ' '  Fear  nothing, 

here  am  I ! " 
Swing  in  your  stroke  in  order,  let  foot  and  hand  k€3p 

time! 

»  Swinking — Toiling. 
-Bower — Bow  anchor 


so 


men  S(ihi"i.  rxi'.TKV  iu'dk 


Yf)iir  l)l()\vs  m;ik('  music  swccic  r  far  ttiaii  any  stcoplo's 

cliiiuc. 
hut    while   ye   swirm    \(iur   sicu^cs,   sin::;  ninl    let    tlic 

l)ur(l('ii  l>t\ 
''Tlic  ;iii"linr   is  tiic  anvil    kiii'.;.    ami   myal  rraftsmcti 

\vc."  ■'■ 

Strik''  in.  .trikc  in.  llic  sparks  Wcirin  to  ilull  their  rust- 

lin;:  red. 
( )ur  hatnincrs  rini:  wit  h  sharper  din.  our  w  oj-k  will  soon 

!)(■  sped. 
Our  .anchor  soon  niu>i  chaimc  hi--  hcii  of  iicry  lidi  array, 
I'Or  a  hannnork  .at   the  i"oarinL'  how.-,  or  ;:n    lozy  couch 

(if  cla\  ; 
( )ur  anchor  soon  must   ch.nrzc  the  la\'  ol  mciry  cr.afts- 

ni(Mi    here.  '" 

[•"or    the    "  ^'(■o-hca\■('-o. ' '    and      the     "  '  1  le;i\  c-a  way, ' ' 

and  the  siiihin'j;  M'am.an  s  cheer: 
\\  hen  wc^iirhinir  slow,  at  e\e  they  1:0.  far.  far  from  lo\e 

and   home. 
.\nd  sohhini!;  sweethearts  in  a  row.  wail  o'er  the  (tcean 

foam. 


In  livid  and  oixlurate  ;doom.  he  darkens  down  at  last; 
A  shapely  one  he  is.  and  st  I'onii.  as  e'er  from  cat    was 

ca.sl .'  *'^ 

()  trusted   and    trustworthy    Lruai'd.    if  thou   had-:t    life 

like  iiK', 
What    pleasure's    would    thy    toils    reward    heneath   the 

deep  iireen  se;i! 
f)  deep-sea  diver,  who  miLrht  then  hehold  such  sights  ;us 

tho\i? 
The    hoary     monster's     i);ilac(>s!    methinks    what     joy 

'twere  now 
To  tro  plump  pluuLiin'j'  down  .amid  the  assemhlv  of  the 

whales. 
And  teel  the  <-hiiiii<!  -e.i  round  me  lioil  heneath  their 

scouriiiuL':  tails! 


'/'///■:  /•'  '[<(,/ \i,  i>/'-  I  III-:   1  V*  ih<R 


SI 


TIh'Ii    i1('<'|)    ill    1  .■iii'^lc-\\i)iii|>    In    tiiilil     tlic    Hcrcf    >t"a- 


iinn'iini. 


Aijil    ^ciid    liiiii    h'll'il    ;iii'l    iicllnw  iii^    li;i(k.    toi-    nil    liis 

i\nry   Ikhii: 

'i  '>  lc;i  \c  I  he  -uliI  Ic  >\'.  (ifilci-li^li.  n\  1mpii\    lihnic  fdrlnrii : 

Am'I   lor  ll:<'  L:li;i-tl\'  i;riiM:iir;  -hnrk.  i  i  >  lallixh    liis  jaws 

1  ()  >r-( ii'ii ;  ■"'' 

In  Irap  (low  II  (ill  the  kiakcn-  '  liaik.  w  licrc,  'iiiiil   Xor- 

wcuiaii    l^lcs. 
He  lies,  a  lul  lixT  ancliorauc  lor  >H(lilcii  stiallow M  miles; 
Till   -iiort  iiii:,  likr  an  uiiilcr--ca  volcano,  ott  lie  rolls. 
Mi'aiiw  hilc    to    swinL:,    a-liul't'cl  iim    the    lar-astoiiisli'd 

shoals 
(  M  his  iiack-lirou-iii!.'  occaii-cal\»>;  or  liaplx'  in  a  cove,''" 
Anil     shrll-st  rcw  II,     ami     consccratf     of    old     to    some 

I'nditK''-  '  lo\('. 
To   hnd   the   lonn-hair'd    incniiaidcns:  or.   hard   l>y   lev 

lands. 
To  wrestle  with  the  sea-serpent,  upon  eenilcan  samls. 

()   l)ri>ad-;inn"d    lisher  of   the  deep,    wImkc  sjiorts   can 

e<iual  thine'.' 
The   Diiljihiti    weiiilis  a   thoii-and   ton<.   that    t  ujrs  thy 

cable  line:  ^ 

And  ni'.dit    liv   niirht .  'tis  tiw  deliuht,  th\-  irlorv  dav  hv 

day. 
Throutih  sal  lie  sea  and  i>reaker  white,  t  he  udant  jian.e  to 

play, 
liut.  shanier  of  our  little  sports!  foruive  the   naino  I 

f!:av(>. 
A  fisher's  joy  is  to  dt'.-t  my  —  thine  oliicc  is  to  save. 


'  Sea-unicorn-  '11. r  r;ir-\vti.il 

-  Kraken     .\  riiy!!!i(al  -..  .i-mMnstcr. 

■'Undine    -.\   watir-iiynif-h,  ';<i  callod  from  Foikjucs'  slorv 
>\   that    llaiHf. 


Mi 
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O  lodcer  in  the  seii-klii'^'s  lialls,  (•(.uldst  t  liou  l.ut  undcr- 

'^        ,  -0 

stand 
Whose  ho  tho  white  lioncs  ))>■  thy  side,  or  who  that  dri|)- 

pinj;  l)and, 
Slow  swaying  in  the  lu-avinj:  wave  that    round  about 

thee  bond, 
Witli  sounds  hko  broakors  in  a  droani.  blossinfr  tlioir 

anoiont   friend- 

Oh,  couhl'st  thou  know  what  horoos  <ilido  whli  larj^or 
steps  round  thee. 

Thine  Ton  side  would  swell  with  prid.-.  thou  "dst  leap 
within  the  sea! 

Give  honour  to  their  memories  who  left  the  pleasant 
strand, 

To  shed  their  blo(td  so  freely  for  the  love  of  father- 
land— 

Who  left  their  ehanre  of  (luiet  aj,'e  and  grassy  chureh- 

vard  firave 
So  freely,  for  a  restless  bed  amid  the  tossing'  wave  — 
Oh.  though  our  anchor  luav  not   be  all  1  have  fondly 

sung 
Ht)nour  hmi  for  their  memory   whose  bones  he  goes 


umung! 


Samiki-  Fkrlilsun. 


MASA(X'I()' 
In  tiif.  Bha.\(  .\<(  I  ('h.\im;i. 

He  rame  to  Florenre  long  ago, 
And  painted  here  the.se  walls,  that  shone 
For  Raphael  and  for  Angelo, 
'Masaccio—  An    Italian   artist    of   the    fifteenth   century. 
The  fre-^co  hero  n-ferretl  to  is  the  dt'corations  of  the  Brancaeei 
ehaiK>l  in   FloR-nce.      "Its  i.nportance  in  the  history  of  art 
inav  l)e  ju.lK'e<l  bv  tlie  faet   that   at  one  and   the  same  time 
MiclKielanK'elo,  Kapliael  and   Leonardo  <la  Vinei  were  en^a^ed 
in  studvine  those  fnseoes,  and  thev  have  served  as  models 


in  siuayinR 

to  artists  of  s'.icceedinj,'  generations 


t^zj^t.<m-^  ^%^^f  n-'vi^ 
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With  st'crrts  clccpor  th:iii  his  own, 

Then  shrank  into  tlio  thirk  aj:;ain.  * 

And  ilictl,  we  know  not  how  or  when. 

The  shadows  deoponod.  and  I  turned 
Half  sadly  from  the  fresco  jtrand; 
"And  is  this,"  mused  I.  "all  ye  earned, 
Hi«h-vuulted  brain  and  cunning  hand, 
That  ye  to  greater  men  could  teach 
The  skill  yourselves  could  never  reach?" 

"And  who  were  they."  I  mused,  "that  wrought 
Through  pathless  wilds,  with  lal)our  1-  ng, 
The  highways  of  our  daily  thought? 
Who  reared  those  towers  of  earliest  song 
That  lift  us  from  the  crowd  to  peace 
Remote  in  sunny  silences?" 

Out  clanged  the  Ave  Mary'  hells, 
And  to  my  heart  this  message  came: 
Kach  clamorous  throat  among  them  tells 
What  strong-souled  martyrs  died  in  tlanie 
To  make  it  possible  that  thou 
Shouldst  here  with  brother  sinners  bow. 

Thoughts  that  great  hearts  once  broke  for,  we 
Breathe  cheaply  in  the  common  air; 
The  dust  we  trample  heedlessly 
Throbbed  once  in  saints  and  heroes  rare, 
Who  perished,  opening  for  their  race 
\ew  pathways  to  the  commonplace. 

Henceforth,  when  rings  the  health  to  those 
Who  live  in  story  and  in  song, 
O  nimeless  dead,  that  now  repose 
Safe  in  Oblivion's  chambers  strong, 
One  cup  of  recognition  true 
Shall  silently  Im>  ilrained  to  you! 

James   Russell  Lowell. 
Ave  Mary     Uml  Marvl 
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lO    I  111.   DAISY 

Willi  litti"  In  IV  III  'I'l  <>y  •-"■<• 

Of  tlilii;is  iti.il   ill  ihc  <^vr-M  world  Ix', 

Sweet   Daisy!   oft   I  talk  to  thee 

l"or  thou  art  worthy. 
'riidU  uiiassumiiiir   eoiiiiiionplace 
Of  Xature,  with  that    hoiiiel>   face. 
Ami  yet   with  soiiiethin<i  of  a  ^race 

U'hicli  love  makes  for  lliee! 

Oft  on  the  dappled  turf  at  ease 

1  >il   and  |)lay  wit  h  similes. 

Loo-'  ty|)es  of  thimxs  ihroutih  all  decrees, 

Thouirhts  of  thy  raisinjr: 
And  maiiv  a  fond  and  idle  name 
I  uive  to  thee,  for  ])iai-e  or  hlame 
.V-s  is  the  humor  of  the  ^aine, 

Whih-    i  am  ,^azin.L,^ 

A  nun  demure,  of  lowly  |>orf  ; 

Or  spri;!:htly  maiden,  of  love's  couil , 

In  t  hy  simplieity  the  sport 

Of  all   temi)tations: 
A  (jueen  in  crown  of  rubies  drest : 
A  :Marvelin,u;  in  a  scanty  vest: 
Are  all,  as  seems  to  suit  tliee  best, 

Thy  appidlat  ions. 

A  little  Cyclops,'  with  one  evo  ** 

St.;u"inti  to  threaten  and  defy. 

That,  thou^dit  comes  next  — and  instantly 

Tiie  freak  is  over. 
The  shap'-  will  vanish,  and  behohll 

>  Cyclops      The  Cvcliixs  wen-  monsters  of  anti(iuitv  who 
liM'd  <in  the  id;iiui  of  Suilv.      Thoy  had  but  one  eye  each  in 

the  luuidie   III'  '.he   iureiieail. 
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A  silver  shield  with  lioss  of  lthM 
Tliat  spreads  itself,  some  fairy  hold 
In  lijiht  to  coxcr. 

I  see  thee  <;lit teriiiir  fmni  .Mf.ir  — 
And  then  t  lion  art  a  pretty  star, 
Not  fpiite  so  fair  as  many  are 

In  Ilea  veil  aliov(>  tlieel 
^  et  like  a  star,  with  irlitterinji  <Test . 
Self-poised  in  air  t  lion  st  em'st  to  rest: — 
.May  fM'ae(>  ''oiiie  never  to  his  nest 

Who  shall   reprove  thee! 

Sweet  Flower!  for  hy  that  name  at  last 

Wheji  all  in\    re\(>ries  are  past 

I  call  thee.  an<l  to  that  cle.-ive  fast, 

Sweet  silent  ('rt>:ttnre! 
'I'hal  l)r(\ith'st   with  me  in  sun  and  air. 
Do  thou,  as  I  hou  art  wont .  repair 
-My  heart  with  irladness.  and  a  sh.are 

()f  thy  meek  nature! 

Will  I  AM     WoRDSWORTir. 
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It  is  not  to  Ih>  t  houtrht  of  that  the  l''loo<l 

Of  British  I'reedom.  which,  to  the  op<>n  sea 

Of  the  worlil's  praise,  from  dark  anti(]uity 

Hath  flowed."  with  p()mp<if  waters,  unwithstood." 

Housed  though  it  he  full  often  to  a  mood 

Which  spurns  the  check  of  salutary  hands, 

That  this  most  f.amous  Stream  in  hoirs  and  sands 

Should  perish;  and  to  evil  and  to  irood 

Be  lost  for  ever.      In  our  halls  is  hunir 

Armoury  of  the  invincible  Knights  of  old:  '" 

We  must  be  free  or  die,  who  ?peak  the  tongue 


gr.  ///(;//  S(H(H)l.  POETRY  HOOK 

That  Shakcspoaro  spakr;  the  faith  an<l  morals  hold 
Which  Milton  held.— In  everything  we  are  sprunj; 
Of  Earth's  first  blood,  hav(>  titles  manifold. 

WlI.I.IAM     WoiJDSWORTlI. 


WESTMINSTKR  BRIDCK 


Earth  has  not  anythinji  to  show  more  fair: 
Dull  would  he  he  of  soul  who  eould  pass  hy 
A  si^ht  so  touching  in  its  majesty: 
This  City  now  dttth   like  a  garment,  wear 
The  beauty  of  the  morning:  silent,  bare. 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  theatres,  and  temples  lie 
Open  unto  the  fields,  and  to  the  .sky; 
All  brifiht  and  filitterin.i!:  in  the  smokele.ss  air. 
Never  did  sun  more  beautifully  steep 
In  his  first  splendour,  valley,  rock,  or  hill; 
Ne'er  saw  I.  never  felt,  a  calm  .so  deep! 
The  river  jjlideth  at  his  own  sweet  will: 
Dear  (iod!  the  very  houses  .seem  asleep 
And  all  that  mighty  heart  is  lying  still! 

Wn.I.IAM     WdRDS  WORTH. 
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MORNING 


ss^ 


Wh.\t  tongue  the  melodies  of  morn  can  tell? 
The  wild-bniok  babbling  down  the  mountain  side; 
The  lowing  herd;  the  sheepfold's  simple  bell; 
The  pipe  of  early  shepherd  dim  descried 
In  the  lone  valley;  echoing  far  and  wide 
The  clamorous  horn  along  the  cliffs  above; 
The  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean-tide; 
The  hum  of  bees,  and  linnet's  lay  of  love. 
And  the  full  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  gro\e 
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THE   VILLAGE  PHEACffEK 

9 

Tho  rottago-rurs  at  oarly  pilgrim  hark; 
rn.un'd  with  her  pail,  the  tripping  inilkrnaid  sings- 
riio  whistling  ploughman  stalks  afield;  and.  hark! 
Down  thf  rough  siofx'  tho  ponderous  wagon  rings; 
Thro'  rustling  corn  the  hare  ast(.nish'd  springs; 
Slow  tolls  the  village -elock  the  drowsv  hour; 
The  partridge  bursts  away  on  whirring  wings; 
Deep  mourns  the  turtle  in  sequester'd  bower,' 
And  shrill  lark  carols  dear  from  her  aerial  tower. 

James  Beattib. 


IS 


THE  VILLACJE  PREACHER 

From  The  Deserted  l/Y/a^.' 

Xfar  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smiled, 

Anil  still  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild, 

There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose/ 

The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 

A  man  he  wiis  to  all  the  country  dear,  • 

And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year; 

Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race' 

Xor  e'er  had  changed,  nor  wished  to  change  his  place; 

I  npractised  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  power, 

By  doctrines  fashi«»ned  to  the  varying  hour; 

Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learned  to  prize, 

More  skilled  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 

His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train; 

He  chid  their  wanderings,  but  relieved  their  pain 

The  long-remembered  beggar  was  his  guest, 

Whose  beard,  descending,  swept  his  aged  breast; 

The  ruined  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 

Claimed  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allowed; 

The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 

Sat  by  the  fire,  and  talked  the  night  away;  « 

Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorrow  done. 

Shouldered  his  crutch,  and  showed  how  fields  were  won. 
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ri('!is('<l  with  his  micsts.  the  L'ood  iniiii  IcarruMl  to  L'low, 
And  (lUitc  forgot  tlicir  \ii'c<  in  their  wdc; 
Careless  tlieir  merits  or  their  lauUs  tu  ^caii,  * 

liis  pit\   ^ave.  ere  eliarily  lieuaii. 

Thu-  to  relieve  the  wretched  \va~  his  pride. 
And  e\.'ii  hi.-    t'aiiin;:s  leaned  to  virtue's  side; 
Hut   in  his  dut\.  |)r<tini>l  at  ever\   call. 
He  wati'hcMl  and  wej)!,  he  prayed  and  lelt   Inr  all: 
And  as  a  liird  each  Innd  endearment   trie-^, 
'I'd  temjit    her  neu   lleilired  (itlspiin_'  to  the  skies, 
lie  tried  <Mch  art.  repioxcil  each  dull  dtla\  , 
Allured  to  hrmhicr  \vorld<,  and  le<l  the  way. 


3U 


Heside  the  l>ed  where  |)artini:  hie  wa-^  laid, 
And  sorrow.  >zuilt   :ind  pain  li\   turns  dismaye(l, 
The  reverend  champion  stood.      .\t   hi-^  control. 
Despair  and  aniruidi  iled  the  >t  !ii;r^lin'j;  >oul; 
Comtort   came  down,  the  l!-eml>limi  wretch  to  raise, 
And  his  la.-t    t'alterin.u  :iccen1s   whispered  prai.se. 
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.\t  '  hiirch.  with  meek  and  unal't'tM'ted  i;r  •  c 
llis  looks  ad'iriicd  the  \eneral)le  place: 
'I'ruth  from  Ins  lip.-  prev.ailed  with  douhle  sway. 
And  tools,  who  came  to  scot'f.  remaned  to  |)ray. 
'I'lie  ser\ice  past,  around  the  pio'is  man. 
With  read\    zeal  each  honest   rustic  ran: 
Kveii  children  followed,  w  it  ^    endearing  wile. 
.\nd  pluckiMl  hi-   liown  to  share  the  jxood  man's  smile. 
His  re.a<ly  smile  a  |)arent's  warmth  c\pre  -ed. 
Their  welfare  pleased  him.  and  their  cares  distressed;  •'' 
To  thoiu  his  heart,  his  lovo.  his  jinefs  were  jriven. 
Hut  all  his  serious  thou<rhts  had  rest   in  heaven. 
As  some  tall  clilT  which  liils  its  awful  form. 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midw;iy  leaves  the  storm: 
Thouirh  round  its  hreast  the  rollim:  clouds  are  spread, 
Eternal  sunshine  sctUes  on  its  luad. 

Oliver  Goldsmith. 
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THK  Ki;('()M-i;(Tl()N' 

Now  thr  last  <lay  of  many  days, 
All  hoautiful  aiul  'nriirht  as  thou, 
T\\v  loveliest   and  the  last,  is  dead. 

Kise,  Memory,  and  write  its  |»raise! 

{']>     to  thy  \vo!ited  work!  coiiie.  traee  • 

The  epitaph  of  ^lory  tied, — 

For  now  the  earth  has  chaiijifvl  its  face, 
.\  frown  is  on  the  heaven's  bntw. 

We  wandered  to  the  pine  forest 

That  skirts  the  ocean's  foam;  *• 

The  lif^htest   wind  was  in  its  nest. 

The  tempest   in  its  home. 
The  whisperint;  waves  were  half  asleep. 

The  clouds  were  jrone  to  play, 
And  on  the  hosom  of  the  deep  ** 

The  smile  of  heaven  lay: 
It  seemed  as  if  the  hour  were  one 

Sent  from  beyond  the  skies. 
Which  scattered  from  ahove  the  sun 

A  lij;ht  of  paradise.  * 

We  paused  amid  the  pines  that  stood 

The  fiiants  of  the  waste. 
Tortured  by  storms  to  shapes  as  rude 

As  serpents  interlaced. 
And  soothed,  by  every  azure  breath  * 

That  under  heaven  is  blown, 
To  harmonies  and  hues  beneath, 

As  tender  as  its  own ; 
Now  all  the  tree-tops  lay  asleep 

Like  green  waves  on  the  sea,  * 

>  The  Recollection — This  ixjem  was  addresst-d  to  "Jane," 
—  Mrs.  Williams —a  fnend  of  Shdley's.  It  recalls  a  day 
spent  among  the  pine  woods  near  Pisa. 
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.  As  still  as  in  the  silent  deep 
The  ocean  woods  may  be. 

How  calm  it  was! — The  silence  there 

By  such  a  chain  was  bound 
That  even  the  busy  woodpecker 

Made  stiller  with  her  sound 
The  inviolable  quietness; 

The  breath  of  peace  we  drew 
With  its  soft  motion  made  not  less 

The  calm  that  rouna  us  grew. 

There  seemed,  from  the  remotest  seat 

Of  the  white  mountain  waste, 
To  the  soft  flower  beneath  our  feet, 

A  magic  circle  traced. — 
A  spirit  interfused  around, 

A  thrilling  silent  life: 
To  momentary  pe^ce  it  bound 

Our  mortal  nature's  strife. 
And  still,  I  felt,  the  centre  of 

The  magic  circle  there 
Was  one  fair  form  that  filled  with  love 

The  lifeless  atmosphere. 

We  paused  beside  the  pools  that  lie 

Under  the  forest  bough. 
Elach  seemed  as  'twere  a  little  sky 

Gulfed  in  a  world  below: 
A  firmament  of  purple  light 

Which  in  the  dark  earth  lay. 
More  boundless  than  the  depth  of  night. 

And  purer  than  the  day — 
In  which  the  lovely  forests  grew 

As  in  the  upper  air. 
More  perfect  both  in  shape  and  hue 

Than  any  spreading  there. 
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There  lay  tlio  glade,  the  neighbouring  lawn,    " 

And  through  the  dark-green  wood 
The  white  sun  twinkling  like  the  dawn 

Out  of  a  speckled  cloud. 
Sweet  views  which  in  our  world  above 

Can  never  well  be  seen  ^ 

Were  imaged  in  the  water's  love 

Of  that  fair  forest  green; 
And  all  was  interfused  beneath 

With  an  elysian  glow, 
An  atmosphere  without  a  breath,  * 

A  softer  day  below. 
Like  one  beloved,  the  scene  had  lent 

To  the  dark  water's  breast 
Its  every  leaf  and  lineament 

With  more  than  truth  expressed,  • 

Until  an  envious  wind  crept  by, — 

Like  an  unwelcome  thought 
Which  from  the  mind's  too  faithful  eye 

Blots  one  dear  image  out. 
Though  thou  art  ever  fair  and  kind,  • 

And  forests  ever  green, 
Less  oft  is  peace  in  Shelley's  mind 

Than  calm  in  water  seen. 

Percy  Bysshb  Shellby. 


ADDRESS  TO  AN  EGYPTIAN  MUMMY 

And  thou  hast  walk'd  about  —  how  strange  a  story! — 
In  Thebes's  streets  three  thousand  years  agol 

When  the  Memnonium  *  was  in  all  its  glory, 
And  Time  had  not  begun  to  overthrow 

Those  temples,  palaces,  and  piles  stupendous,  • 

Of  which  the  very  ruins  are  tremendous! 

^  Memnoniom — A  suburb  of  Thebes  on  the  west  bank  ci 
the  Nile. 
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Speak,  for  tliou  long  enough  lias  acted  dummy! 

Thou  hast  a  tongue  — come  —  let  us  hear  its  tune! 
Thou  'rt  standing  on  thy  legs,  above  ground,  nmmmy! 

Revisiting  the  glimpses  of  the  moon; 
Not  like  thin  ghosts  or  disembodied  creatures, 
But  with  tliy  bones  and  flesh,  and  limbs,  and  features 

Tell  us — for  doubtless  thou  canst  recollect  — 
To  whom  should  we  assign  the  Sphinx's'  fame? 

Was  Cheops,^  or  Cephrenes,  architect 
Of  either  pyramid  that  bears  his  name? 

Is  Pompey's  Pillar^  really  a  misnomer? 

Had  Thebes  a  hundred  gates,  as  sung  by  Homer? 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  Mason,  and  forbidden, 

By  oath,  to  tell  the  mysteries  of  thy  trade;  * 

Then  say,  what  secret  melody  was  hidden 

In  Menmon's^  statue,  which  at  sunrise  play'd? 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  priest  —  if  so,  my  struggles 

Are  vain, —  for  priestcraft  never  owns  its  juggles. 

Perchance  that  very  hand,  now  pinion 'd  flat,  ^ 

Hath  hob-a-nobb'd  with  Pharaoh,^  glass  to  glass; 

1  Sphinx— An  enormous  figure  in  stone  a  short  distance 
from  the  Pyramids.  The  body  is  140  feet  in  length,  the  head 
is  14  feet  wide  and  measures  liO  feet  from  the  chin  to  the  top 
of  the  forehead.      It  is  a  jx^rsonitication  of  the  sun-god. 

2  Cheops — (kc-ops)  An  Egyptian  king  of  the  fourth  dynasty, 
the  builder  of  the  great  pyramid. 

3  Pompey's  Pillar — A  column  of  red  granite  99  feet  high  at 
Alexandra.  It  was  erected  ;U)2  A.I),  in  honour  of  Diocletian. 
The  name  has  no  significance. 

*  Memnon — One  of  the  colossi  of  Amenopis  III.  at  Thebes 
was  given  the  name  of  Memnon,  who  was  one  of  the  heroes  of 
the  Trojan  war  slain  by  Achilles.  The  statue,  when  touched 
by  the  rays  of  the  rising  sun,  gave  forth  a  sound  like  a  break- 
ing  chord.      Botli    Memnon   and   the   companion   statue   are 


chord.      Both 
now  in  ruins 


5  Pharaoh — The  general  title  of  the  Egyptian  kings.  The 
word  is  iiCTc  used  as  refcrriiij^  i>i  ihi'  Pliitrai/ii  ui  the  scnpiuiai 
narrative  who  refused  to  pennit  the  departure  of  the  Israel- 
ites from  Egypt. 
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Or  (Irnpp'd  a  halfpenny  in  Homer's'  hat ; 

Or  doff'd  thine  own  to  let  Queen  Dido-   pass: 
Or  held,  by  Solomon's  own  invitaticm, 
A  torch  at  the  great  temple's  dedication.  *° 

1  need  not  ask  thee  if  that  hand,  when  arm'd, 
Has  any  Roman  soldier  maul'd  and  knuckled? 

For  thou  wert  dead,  and  buried,  and  embalm'd. 
Kre  Romulus'  and  Remus  had  been  suckled: 

Antiquity  appears  to  have  begun  " 

bong  after  thy  primeval  race  was  run. 

Thou  couidst  develop,  if  that  wither'd  tongue 

Might  tell  us  what  those  sightless  orbs  have  seen, 

How  the  world  look'd  when  it  was  fresh  and  young, 
And  the  great  Deluge  still  had  left  it  green!  " 

Or  was  it  then  so  old  that  History's  pages 

Contain'd  no  record  of  its  early  ages? 

Still  silent!    Incommunicative  elf! 

Art  sworn  to  secrecy?     Then  keep  thy  vovs; 
Hut,  prithee,  t(  1  us  something  of  thyself, —  ** 

Reveal  the  secrets  of  thy  prison-house; 
Since  in  the  world  of  spirits  thou  hast  slumbered, 
What    ha.st    thou    seen  —  what    strange    adventures 
numl)er'd? 

Since  first  thy  form  was  in  this  box  extended. 

We  have,  above  ground,  seen  some  strange  muta- 

,  •  50 

tions; 

1  Homer — Tradition  says  that  Homer  was  blind  and  was 

forced  to  beg  for  his  living. 

-  Dido — Queen  of  Carthage.     Her  love  for  .^neas  is  told 
!iv  Virgil  in  the  ^neid. 

°   fiOmUlUS      -IV.jnidiU=       .lllJ        j^-,  iii-i.-,      -.1. • 

Rome,  were  in  early  youth  suckled  by  a  wolf  who  found  them 
when  they  had  been  aoandoned  to  a  cruel  death. 
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The  Roman  Kmpiro  has  hcmiii  and  ended; 

New  worlds  have  risen, —  we  have  h)St  old  nations; 
And  eountless  kinj^s  have  into  flust  been  humbled. 
While  not  a  frafz;tnent  of  thy  flesh  has  erumbled. 


5S 


Didst  thou  not  hear  the  pother  o'er  thy  head 
When  the  jjjreat  Persian  conciuerer.  Cainbyses,* 

iMarch'd  armies  o'er  thy  tomb,  with  thundering  tread, 
O'erthrew  Osiris,-  Orus,  Apis,  Isis, 

And  shook  the  I'yramids  with  fear  and  wonder, 

When  the  {lif^antie  Memnon  fell  a.sunder?  " 

If  the  tomb's  secrets  may  not  be  confess'd. 

The  nature  of  thy  private  life  unfold: 
A  heart  hath  throbb'd  beneath  that  leathern  breast. 

And  tears  adown  that  dusky  cheek  have  roll'd. 
Have  children   climb'd  those   knees,   and  kiss'd  that 

fo  65 

ace : 

What  was  thy  name,  and  station,  age,  and  race? 


Statue  of  flesh!     Immortal  of  the  dead! 

Imperishable  type  of  evanescence! 
Posthumous  man,  who  quitt'st  thy  narrow  bed. 

And  standest  undecay'd  within  our  presence. 
Thou  wilt  hear  nothing  till  the  Judgment  morning. 
When  the  great  Trump  shall  thrill  thee  with  its  warning 
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Why  should  this  worthless  tegument  endure, 

If  its  undying  guest  be  lost  forever? 
Oh  let  us  keep  the  soul  embalm'd  and  pure  *• 

In  living  virtue,  that  when  both  must  sever. 
Although  corruption  may  our  frame  consume. 
The  immortal  spirit  in  the  skies  may  bloom. 

Horace  Smith. 

>  Cambyses — The  third  king  of  that  name,  the  son  of 
Cyrus,  Lhu  Gil-uI.  In  o2'}  B.U.  he  defeated  ihc  Egyptians 
and  incorporated  their  country  in  the  Persian  Empire. 

*  Osiris,  etc. — Gods  of  the  ancient  Egyptian?. 
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Here  in  tho  niidnijzht,  whore  the  dark  luainhind  and 

ishmd 
Shadows  niinplo  in  sliadnws  dooper.  profoundor, 
Sinj:  wo  tho  hymns  of  tho  churohos,   while   tlie  dead 

water 

WhisjxTS  before  us. 

Tliunder  is  travellinj:  shnv  on  tho  path  of  tlio  H^htnins,-* 
Ot.o  after  one  the  stars  and  the  heaniin<:  phmets 
Look  serene  in  the  hike  from  the  edj;o  of  the  storm-cloud, 
Then  have  Hiey  vanished. 

While  our  canoe,   that    floats  dumb   in  the   bursting 

thunder, 
(lathers  her  voice  in  the  quiet  and  thrills  and  whispers,'" 
Presses  her  prow  in  the  star-fileam,  and  all  her  ripple 
Lapses  in  blackness. 

Sing  we  the  sacred  ancient  hymns  of  the  churches, 
Chanted  first  in  old-world  nool-'s  of  the  desert, 
While  in  the  wild,  pellucid  Nepigon  reaches 
Hunted  the  savage. 

Now  have  the  ages  met  in  the  northern  midnight, 
And  on  the  lonely,  loon-haunted  Nepigon  reaches 
Rises  the  hynm  of  triumph  and  courage  and  comfort, 
Adeste  Fideles. '  * 

Tones  that  were  fashioned  when  the  faith  brooded  in 

darkness, 
Joined  with  sonorous  vowels  in  the  noble  Latin, 
Now  are  married  with  the  long-drawn  Ojibeway, 
Uncouth  and  mournful. 

1  Adeste  Fideles — n  come  all  ye  faithful 
JovfuUv  triumphant, 
To  Bethlehem  hasten  now  with  glad  accord. 
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Soft  with  tiio  silver  drip  of  tho  regular  p.-uldlea 
Falling  in  rlivthin,  timed  with  the  lifiuid,  plangent 
Sounds  from  "the  blades  where  the  whirlpools  break  and 
lire  carried 

Down  into  darkness; 
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Eaeh  long  eadence,  flying  like  a  dove  from  her  shelter 
Deep  in  the  shadow,  wheels  for  a  throbbing  moment, 
Poises  in  utterance,  returning  in  circles  of  silver 
To  nest  in  the  silence. 

All  wild  nature  stirs  with  the  infinite,  tender 
Plaint  of  a  bvgone  age  whose  soul  is  eternal, 
Bound  in  the  lonely  phrases  that  thrill  and  falter 
Hack  into  quiet. 

Back  they  falter  as  the  deep  storm  overtakes  them. 
Whelms  them  in  splendid  hollows  of  booming  thunder, 
Wraps  them  in  rain,  that,  sweeping,  breaks  and  on- 
rushes ^ 
Kinging  like  cymbals. 

Dlnc.\n  Camphkll  Scott. 


A  THUNDERSTORM  IX  THE  ALPS 

From  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage 

Thk  sky  is  changed!— and  such  a  change!  O  night, 
And  storm,  and  darkness,  ye  are  wondrous  strong. 
Yet  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  is  the  ligiit 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman!     Far  along. 
From  peak  to  jieak.  the  rattling  crags  among  ' 

Ix^aps  the  live  thunder!     Not  from  one  lone  cloud, 
But  every  mount.-uti  now  h.ath  found  a  tongue; 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud, 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud! 
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And  this  is  in  the  ni<:;lit : — Most  glorious  ni^ht ! 
Tliovi  n(>rt  not  sent  for  sIiuuIxtI   let  nic  \>v 
A  sliarcr  in  tliy  tierce  and  tar  delijiiit    - 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  ami  of  tliee! 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea, 
And  the  l)i,i!;  rain  comes  dancinji;  to  tlie  earth! 
And  now  a^:ain  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain-mirth, 
As  if  they  did  rejoice  o'er  a  youn^;  earthijuake's  birth. 


Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  cleaves  his  way  between 
Ileifihts  which  appear  a.s  lovers  who  have  parted       ™ 
In  hate,  whose  mininjj;  depths  so  intervene, 
That  they  can  meet  no  more,  thouiih  broken-hearted; 
Though  in  their  souls,  which  thus  each  other  thwarted. 
Love  was  the  v(>ry  root  of  the  fond  rage 
Whichbligfitedtheirlife's  })loom,  andthen  departed:" 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters — war  within  themselves  to  wage. 

Now,  where  the  f}uick  Rhone  thus  hath  cleft  his  way, 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'en  his  stand; 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play. 
And  fling  their  thunderbolts  from  hand  to  hand, 
Flashing  and  ca.st  around:  of  all  the  band, 
The  brightest  through  these  parted  hills  hath  fork'd 
His  lightnings,  as  if  he  did  understand 
That  in  such  gaps  as  desolation  work  d,  * 

There  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  therein  lurk'd 


so 


Sky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings!  ye, 

With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 

To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 

Things  that  have  made  me  watchful;  the  far  roll     *° 

Of  your  departing  voices,  is  the  knoll 

Of  what  in  me  is  sleepless, — if  I  rest. 

But  where  of  ye,  O  tempests!  is  the  goal? 


J^^li^J 


(»S  ///',//    sillih^l.    l'i>l:il<V    lUh'K 

AlC  \r  like    iIm.m'   williiii  the  liilin.'iii  lirc;i^t'.' 
( »!•  (|(,  \c  liii'l  ;it   Icii'l  h.  Iiki'  (•■■mlo.  suriif  lii^li  nest  I     *'• 

CoiiM    I   (iiilxKly  ;iiii|   iiiil)os<ii!i  now 
'I'liiit   uliicli  i<  iiio-l    wit  hill  inc.  could  I  wrctik 
M\  tlioU'ilit--  ii|n>ii  cxid-cssioii.  ami  thus  throw 
Soiil.  heart,  iniinl,  passions,  fi'diiijrs,  .^trntiii  or  weak. 
.Ml  that    I  would  ha\c  soii<rlit  ,  aii<i  all  1  seek. 
I'x'ar.  knou\.  t'ccl,  ami  yet   Wrcat  he  -into  one  wf)r(i. 
.\n(l  that  one  word  wcrtr  Litrht  iiiii^.  I  would  s|)('ak: 
lint  as  it   is.  1  live  and  die  unheard. 
Wit  h  a  most   \  tticeless  t  hoUiilit .  slieat  iiiii;:  it  as  a  sword. 

'I'he  iiiorii  is  up  aL'ain.  the  <lewy  morn 
With  hreath  all  ineense,  and  with  check  all  bloom. 
l-autrhiiiL!;  the  clouds  awa>    with  playful  scorn. 
.\iid  liviiiu;  as  il'  caith  contain'd  no  toilil) — 
.\nil  lilowinir  into  day:   w<'  may  resume 
The  march     f  our  existence:  and  t  hiis  [ ,  "•' 

.*^till  on  tli\   -hores,  lair  Leiiian!'   may  liiul  room 
And  l"ood  tor  meditation,  nor  [lass  l>y 
Much  that   ina\   t;i\e  us  ]iause.  it'  pondered  littiiiLily. 

("ii.DNc.r.   ("lOHiioN,    Lord   Bvkon. 


BK.MTV 

Frum  I'.iulyiiiicit 

A  Tir.Nc  f)f  beauty  is  a  joy  forever; 
Its  Icveliness  increa.ses;  it  will  never 
I'as^  into  not  hiii<:iiess;  but  still  will  keep 
\  bower  (juiet   for  us  and  a  sleep 

KuU  of  sweet  dreams,  and  healtli,  and  quiet  breathini;.  '^ 
ilierefore,  on  every  morrow,  are  we  wreatliinj^ 

'  Leman — The  Lake  uf  Geneva. 


('\-   ///  >   l:l.l\l>\h:SS 
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^|iilf   (.r   i|»-|u>ll<lfll'C.    Ill    llic    illllUIIKin   (li'llltll 

(  ii    imlili-   ii:it  ui'c.-.  of  till'   ■^liLiiii'.    <l.i\-. 
(  M  all  I  lie  niiiir:ill  li;    ;mi|  (.'ci'-iijiilx'ir'l  u:i\s 
\l:ii|<'  for  our  M'nifliiiiii:   ye-.,  in  -pile  nt  all. 
>.ilii<'  >li:il><'  <>t   l)('aul>    111  >\fs  a\va\    I  he  pall 
1  ruin  (lur  dark  spirits.      Such  the  .-iiii.  llir  iikhiii, 
I  I <■(■.-  nld  ami  \(iuii'_'.  -proutiiiLr  a  >li;ni\    Ixhui 
I  nr  >iiiipl('  .sheep;   :iii<l  ^lll■h  are  dal'toilils 
With  the  ^ireeii  world  they  li\e  in:   and  elejir  rills 
That  for  tlieiiisclvcs  a  cooling'  eovert   make 
"(iainst   the  hot   .season:   the   iiiid-fofest   l>r:ike, 
Kich  with  a  sprinkliim  of  fair  iini~k  rose  Mooins: 
\nd  such  too  is  the  irrainh-ur  of  I  lie  dooiii.s 
We  have  iinaiiitii-d  for  the  inii:hty  dead; 
\ll  loNcly  tales  tiiat   we  ha\e  heard  or  read; 
\n  endless  fountain  of  innnortal  drink. 
I'ourini:  into  us  from  t  he  lieaNenV  brink. 
Vor  tlo  we  merel\    feel  these  essences 
r.ir  one  short   hour:   no,  even  as  the  trees 
That   whisper  roiiml  a  t<'mple  heeoine  soon 
hear  as  the  temple's  >elf.  so  does  the  mo.ni. 
The  |)a.ssion  poesy,  jrlories  inlinite. 
Haunt   us  till  they  become  a  cheeriuii  liiilit 
I  nto  our  souls,  and  hound  to  us  so  fast, 
■{"hat.  whether  there  he  shine,  or  tdoom  o'ercist. 
They  alway  must  he  with  us,  or  we  die. 

JdiiN    Ki  \rs. 


zs 


()\  HIS  BIT XI )NRSS 

Whi:.\  I  consider  how  my  li^ht  is  sj-KMit 

Ere  half  my  days  in  this  dark  world  and  wide. 

And  that  one  talent  which  is  death  to  hide 

Lodged  with  me  useless.  th(>u<:li  my  .soul  more  bent 

To  .-erve  tricrowi'ili  iuy  .Mak.r,  uir.l  fnC-i-jriit 
Mv  true  account,  lest  He.  returning,  chide; 


m£^' 


IIHI 


iiii.n  s(-n,«>i.  i'<>h:n<y  !<>>'>!< 


"Doth  (IimI  cx.'u-t   (l;i\    l:il>(iiir,  litrlit   (l»"iHf<l?" 
I  fuiidly  :isk.      hut   l':it  u-ikc    to  |)icvfiit 

That  iiuiniiur,  .siHiii  rcplM's:  •  •  ( iml  dot  li  imt  nccil 
Ilitlicr  inan's  work,  or  His  nun  jiifts.      Who  Ix'st 
Hear  His  iiiihl  yoke,  tlifv  serve  llitii  Ixst.      His  state 

Is  kindly:  thousands  at   His  l)i(ldiiitr  si)e«'d. 
And  post  o'er  land  and  ocean  without    rest: 
They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and  wait . ' ' 

|((11N     Mll.TON. 


THK  LOST  LKADFdi' 


Just  for  a  handful  of  silver  ho  loft  us. 

.lust  for  a  riband  to  stick  in  his  coat  — 
Found  the  one  ^ift  of  which  fortune  Ix^roft  us, 

Lost  all  Uio  others  she  lets  us  .lovoto; 
Thoy,  with  the  ^old  to  ^ive.  doled  liini  out  silver,    * 

So  much  was  theirs  who  so  little  allowed: 
How  all  our  copjM-r  had  jione  for  his  service! 

liugs     -were    they    purple,    his    heart     had    lx?cn 
proud! 
We  that  had  loved  him  so.  followed  him.  honoured 
liim. 

»  The  Lost  Leader — "I  did  in  my  hasty  youth  presume 
to  use  the  ^^roat  ami  venerated  [x^rsonahty  of  Wtjrdsworth  as 
a  sort  of  painter's  model;  t)ne  from  which  this  or  the  other 
tiarticular  feature  mav  Ix-  selected  and  turned  to  account; 
huul  I  intended  more,  ;it>ove  all,  such  a  boldness  as  portraying 
tlK-  entire  man,  I  should  not  have  talked  about  'handfuls  of 
silver  and  bits  of  ribbon.'  These  never  influenced  the  change 
of  politics  in  the  great  pcx?t,  whose  defection,  nevertheless, 
aciompanied  as  it  was  by  a  regular  face-about  of  his  sjx'cial 
{iiirty.  was  to  my  juvenile  apprehension,  ;ind  even  mature 
<-«)nsi(leration.  an  event  to  de])lore.  But  just  as  in  the  tapes- 
trv  on  my  wall  I  can  recgnise  figures  which  have  struck  out  a 
faJicy,  on  occasion,  thai  though  truly  enough  thus  derived, 
yL't  wouUl  be  prei)osterous  as  a  copy,  so,  though  I  dare  not 
dcnv  the  urieinal  of  iiiv  little  pcH-m.  i  altogether  refuse  to 
have  it  considered  as  the  'very  effigies'  uf  such  a  moral  and 
intellectual  superiority." — Brinvnin^. 
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Livod  in  his  iniM  ami  in:mnificont  oyo, 
b>ari\(Ml  his  ^-rrat  hiimviam-.  caimht  his  cloar  acconts, 

Ma<lt'  liiin  our  palK-tii  to  hvc  ami  to  (he'. 
Shak('s|K'arc  was  of  us,  Mihoii  was  for  us. 

Burn  ,  Shelley,  wen-  with  us,  — tlicy  watch  from 
their  graves! 
He  alone  breaks  froni  the  van  and  the  fro(>Mion,—  " 

lie  alone  sinks  to  the  rear  ami  the  slaves! 

\Vc  shall   march   pros|)crinj:.— not    throu-jh  his  pro- 
scnco ; 
Sonjis  niav  inspirit  us,— not  from  his  lyro; 
Deeds  will  ho  <lone,—  whilc^  he  boasts  his  (luiesronco, 
Still  bidding:  crouch  whom  the  rest  bade  aspin':  '" 
Ulot  out  his  name.  then,  record  on"  lost  soul  more, 

One  task  more  declined,  one  more  footpath  imtro<l. 
One  more  devirs-triumph  and  sorrow  for  angels. 

One  \vron«  more  to  man,  one  mon«  insult  to  C'lfKl! 
Life's  ni«;ht  begins:  let  h  m  never  eonie  baek  to  us!  ^"^ 

There  would  lie  doubt,  hesitation  and  pain, 
Forced  praise  on  our  part  —  the  plimmer  of  twilipht, 

Never  plad  confident  morning  again! 
Best  fight  on  well,  for  we  taught  him— strike  gal- 
lantly. 
Menace  our  heart  ere  we  master  his  own; 
Then  let  him  receive  the  new  knosvledge  and  wait  u.s, 
rardoned  in  heaven,  the  first  by  the  throne! 

Robert  Browning. 


THE  FOQT^-PATH 

It  mounts  athwart  the  windy  hill 

Through  sallow  slopes  of  upland  bare, 

And  Fancy  climbs  with  toot -fail  stilly 
Its  narrowing  curves  that  end  in  ah. 


"'^  .v-r~ 
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llldll  sri!iu)L  ]'()ETJ<y   lU'oK 


liy  (l;iy.  n  wnniHT-hcartcd  hluc 

Stodps  softly   to  tli;it    t(i|)lii(ist    swell; 

Its  t  lirc:i(l-iik<'  winilintrs  seem  ;i  iliw 
To  i:ia<'ioiis  (Tunes  uliefe  all  is  well. 

I5y  ni'ilil .  t'ai'  yoii'lei".  1  surnii-" 

Ati  aiiiplei-  worM  than  (lips  my  ken. 

Wliere  the  iri'eal    stars  ot'   li;,ppi(  T  skies 
('(iiniiiiiiij;le  iiohler  fates  of  men. 

I  look  and  lorn:,  then  haste  me  home, 
Still  mastei'  of  my  secret   rare: 

Once  tried,  the  path  would  end  in   HolllO, 
IJtit   now  it   leads  me  e\-er\  where. 


10 


I'oi-e\('r  to  t  he  new  it   guides. 

I'l'om  formei"  udod    old  oNciinueh; 
What    Nature   for  her  |)oets  hides, 

'Tis  wiser  to  di\ine  than  clutch. 

The  liird  1  list   hat  h  ne\cr  come 
Wit  hiu  t  he  scope  of  mortal  ear; 

Mv  prying"  step  would  m.ake  him  duinl), 
.\n<l  the  fair  tree,  his  shelter,  sear. 

ntdiind  the  hill,  hehind  the  sk\  . 

Uehiiid  my  iiunost  1  houiiht .  h(>  >in.iis; 
Xo  feet  avail:  to  hear  it  nii:h. 

The  --oil!;-  itself  must  lend  the  winiis. 

Slim  on,  sweet    bird  clos(>  hid.  and  rai.-^e, 
'Idiose  aiiiiel  stairways  in  my  bra'n. 

Th:it    climl)  from  the.se  low-vaulted  days 
'I'o  spacious  sunshines  far  from  pain. 

Sinn;  when  thou  wilt,  eneliantment   llirt, 
I  l(>ave  thy  covert   liaunt   luitrod, 

And  euvy  Scienci^  not  her  feat 

To  make  a  twice-told  tale  uf  Ciod. 


20 
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THE  Fih)T-l'.\Tlf 


lO."? 


Tli(>v  said  llio  fairies  iript   no  u\(m\ 
And  ionji  asjo  ihat    Tan  '  was  dead; 

"Fwas  hut   fools  preferred  to  Ixirc 

Ivirth's  rind  inidi-dcc-p  for  tiutli  inst*  ; 


ail 


I'aii  leaps  and  pipes  all  siiniiuer  Ion;:, 

'I'he  fairies  dance  eai'li  full-tnooned  niulit , 

Would  we  liut  dolT  our  lenses  stroni:. 
And  trust   our  wiser  eyes'  deii.iilit. 

City  of   l-'.lf-land.  just    without,  "' 

Our  seeiuiT,  marvel  e\cr  new, 
(diiiip-     "  in  fair  weather,  a  sweet   doulit 

Sketclied-in.  nrp'am'-like.  on  the  blue. 

1  I  ;iili'  'hce  in  yon  sunset   <loud. 

WhoM'  ediie   allures   t<.  elitnl)  the   height; 
I  hear  tin   drowird  hells,  inly-loud, 

Iroiii  still  pool-  du>k  with  dreams  of  niL;ht. 

Tii'    ^  tes  i\rv  shut   to  hardiest    will. 

Tin-  e  (Untorsiixn  t)f  lonir-lo^t  speech,    - 

Those  fountained  courts,  those  (•hainl)ers  still.' 
i'l-ontinu  Time's  far  l!a>t .  who  shall  reach? 


I  know  not,  and  will  nvvrv  pry. 

Hut  trust  our  lunnan  heart  for  all; 
\\'onilers  that  from  the  seeker  fly 

Into  an  open  .-^en.^e  may  fall. 


60 


Hide  in  thine  own  soul,  and  surpri.-^c 
The  password  of  the  unwary  olves: 

Seek  it.  thou  canst  not  hrihe  their  spies; 
Unsought,  they  whisper  it  themselves. 


Ta.vii-c     p.fSSi.LL    LoWEL-t- 


1  Pan— The  chief  of  the  rural  divinities. 
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HIGH  SCHOOL  POETRY  BOOK 
TO  A  SKYLARK 


Haii.  If)  tlioo.  l)litho  Spirit! 

Bird  thou  never  wert. 
That  from  heaven,  or  near  it, 
I'ourest  tliy  full  lieart 
In  profuse  strains  of  unpremeditated  art. 

Hif^her  still  and  hijrher 

From  the  earth  thou  springiest 

Like  a  cloud  of  fire; 
The  l)lue  deep  thou  win<:est. 
And  singing  still  dost  soar,  and  soaring  ever  singest. 

In  the  golden  lightning 

Of  the  sunken  sun. 
O'er  which  clouds  are  brightening, 

Thou  dost  float  and  run, 
Like  an  unbodied  joy  who.'^e  race  is  just  begun. 

The  pale  jiurple  even 

Melts  around  thy  flight; 
Like  a  star  of  heaven 
In  the  broad  daylight 
Thou  art  unseen,  but  yet  I  hear  thy  shrill  delight: 

Keen  as  are  the  arrows 
Of  that  silver  sphere. 
Whose  intense  lamp  narrows 
In  the  white  dawn  dear 
Until  we  hardly  see,  we  feel  that  it  is  there. 

All  the  earth  and  air 

With  thy  voice  is  loud. 
As.  when  night  is  bare, 
I'rcdU  one  lonely  cloud 
The  moon  rains  out  her  beams,  and  heaven  is  over- 
fiowev.. 


10 


■K^i'feaiA'.a-. 


TO  A  SKYLARK 

What  thou  art  we  know  not; 

What  is  most  like  thee? 
From  rainbow  clouds  there  How  not 
Drops  so  l)rijilit  to  see 
As  from  thy  presence  showers  u  ruin  of  melody. 

Like  a  poet  hidden 

In  the  light  of  thought, 
Singing  hymns  unbidden, 

Till  the  world  is  wrought 
To  sympathy  with  lujpes  and  fears  it  heeded  not: 
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Like  a  high-born  maiden 

In  a  palace  tower, 
Soothing  her  love-laden 

Soul  in  secret  hour 
With  music  sweet  as  love,  which  overflows  her  bower: 


45 


Like  a  glow-worm  golden 

In  a  dell  of  dew. 
Scattering  unbeholden 
Its  aerial  hue 
Among  the  flowers  and  grass^  which  screen  it  from  the 
view: 


so 


Like  a  rose  embowered 

In  its  own  green  leaves, 
By  warm  winds  deflowered, 
Till  tlie  scent  it  gives 
Makes  faint  with  too  much  sweet  these  heavy-winged 
thieves. 


ss 


Sound  of  vernal  showers 

On  the  twinkling  grass. 
Rain-awakened  flowers, 

All  that  ever  was 
Joyous,  and  clear,  and  fresli,  thy  music  doth  surpass.  " 


It 


iTT 
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HIGH  SCHOOL  I\)ETRy  BOOK 


Teach  us.  sprite  or  bird. 

What  sweet  thoufjhts  are  thine: 
I  iiave  never  heard 
I'raisc  of  love  or  wine 
That  panted  forth  a  iiood  of  rapture  so  divine. 


66 


Chorus  hymeneal,' 

Or  triumphal  chant, 
Matched  with  thine  would  be  all 
But  an  empty  vaunt  — 
A  thing  wherein  we  feel  there  is  some  hidden  want.     ^^ 

What  objects  are  the  fountains 

Of  thy  happy  strain? 
What  fields,  or  waves,  or  mountains? 

What  shai^es  of  sky  or  plain? 
What  love  of  thine  own  kind?  what  ignorance  of  pain?  " 


With  thy  clear  keen  joyance 

Languor  cannot  be: 
Shadow  of  annoyance 

Never  came  near  thee: 
Thou  lovest;  but  ne'er  knew  love's  sad  satiety. 


NO 


Waking  or  asleep. 

Thou  of  death  must  deem 
Things  more  true  and  deep 

Then  we  mortals  drenm, 
Or  how  could  thv  notes  How  in  such  a  crystal  stream? 


We  look  before  and  after, 

And  i)ine  for  what  is  not: 
Our  sihcfu-st  iaugiuer 

Chorus  hymeneal— Marriage  song. 


THE  RAVEX 
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With  some  pain  is  fraught; 
Our  sweetest    .songs  are  those  that   tell   of  saddest 

thought.'  * 

Yet  if  we  roukl  seorn 

Hate,  and  pritle,  and  fear: 
If  we  were  things  born 
Not  to  shed  a  tear, 
1  know  not  how  thy  joy  we  ever  should  come  near.  " 

Better  than  all  measures 

Of  delightful  sound. 
Better  than  all  treasures 

That  in  V)ooks  are  found, 
Thy  skill  to  poet  were,  thou  scorner  of  the  ground!  "» 

Teach  me  half  the  gladness 

That  thy  brain  must  know, 
Such  harmonious  madness 
From  my  lips  would  flow. 
The  world  should  listen  then,  as  I  am  listening;  now!  •* 

Percy  Bvsshe  Shelley. 


THE  RAVEX 

OxcE  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  while  I  pondered,  weak 

and  weary. 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  curious  volume  of  forgotten 

lore, — 
While  I  nodded,  n;nirly  napping,  suddenly  there  came 

a  tapping 

1  Saddest  thought — 

"Born  of  deep  pain  is  the  poet's  art. 
And  the  song  th.^t  alone  is  tnie 
Is  wrung  from  a  thn^bbing  human  heart 
That  sorrow  is  burning  through." 
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As  of  some  one  f^ently  rappinfi.  rapping  at  my  chamber 

door. 
'"Tis  some   visitor,"    I    muttered,    "tapping  ut     my 

chamber  door: 

Only  this  and  nothinfi  more." 

Ah,  distinctly  I  remember  it  was  in  the  bleak  Decem- 

bt>r, 
And   each   separate   dyin^   ember   wrought    its   ghost 

upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  I  wished  the  morrow;— vainly  1  had  sought 

to  borrow 
From  mv  books  surcease  of  'borrow  —  sorrow  f«jr  the 

lost  Lenore, 
For  the   rare   and   radiant    maiden  whom  the  angels 

name  Lenore: 

Nameless  here  for  evermore. 


And  tlie  silken  sad  uncertain  rustling  of  each  purple 

curtain 
Thrilled   me  —  filled  me   with  fantastic  terrors   never 

felt  before; 
So  that  now.  to  still  the  beating  of  my  heart,  I  stood 

rejx^ating 
'"Tis  some  visitor  entreating   entrance  at  my  chamber 

door, 
Some  late  visitor  entreating  entrance  at   my  chamber 

door : 

This  it  is  and  nothing  more." 
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Presently  my  soul  grew  stronger;  hesitating  then  no 

longer,. 
"Sir,"  said  I,  "or  Madam,  truly  your  forgiveness  I 

implore; 
But  the  fact  is  I  was  napping,  and  so  gently  you  came 

rapping, 
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And    so   faintly    you   caino    tappiiii;,    tapping    at    my 

chamlwr  door, 
That  I  scarce  was  sure  I  heard  you"— hero  I  opened 

wide  the  door:  — 

Darkness  there  and  nothing  more. 

Deep  into  that   darkness  poerinp,  lonfz;  I  stood  there 

wondering,  fearing,  " 

Doubting,  dreaming  dreams  no  mortals  ever  dared  to 

dream  before; 
Hut  the  silence  was  unbroken,  and  the  stillness  gave 

no  token. 
And  the  only  word  there  spoken  was  the  whispered 

word,  "  Lenorc: " 
This   I  whispered,  and  an  echo  murmured  back  the 

word,  "  Lonore:" 

Merely  this  and  nothing  more.  " 


Rack  into  the  chamber  turning,  all  my  .soul  within  me 

burning. 
Soon  again  I  heard  a  tapping  somewhat  louder  than 

before. 
"Surely,"  said  I,  ".surely  that   is  something  at  my 

window  lattice; 
Let  me  .see,  then,  what   thereat   is,  and  this  mystery 

explore, 
I^t  my  heart  be    still  a  moment  and    this    mystery 

explore : 

'Tis  the  wind  and  nothing  more." 
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Open  here  I  flung  the  shutter,  when,  with  many  a 

flirt  and  flutter. 
In  there  stepped  a  stately  Raven  of  the  saintly  days  of 

yore. 
Not  the  least  obeisance  made  he;  not  a  minute  stopped 

or  stayed  he; 
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But,   with   iiiirn   of   lord  «»r  lady,   ix-nlicd   above   my 

dianibor  door, 
Perched  upon  a  bust  of  Tallas  '  just  above  my  chainlHir 

door: 

Perched,  and  sat,  and  nothing  more. 

Then   this  ebony   bird   Ix'^uilinii   my   sad   fancy   into 

smiling 
Bv  the  grave  and  stern  decorum  of  the  countenance  it 

wore, — 

"Though  thy   crest    be  shorn  and  shaven,  thou,"   I 
said,  "  art  sure  no  craven. 

Ghastly  grim  and  ancient  Raven  wandering  from  the 
Nightly  shore: 

Tell  mc  what  thy  lordly  name  is  on  the  Night's  Plu- 
tonian- shore!" 

Quoth  the  Raven,  "Nevermore." 

Much  I  marvelled  tiiis  ungainly  fowl  to  hear  discourse 

.so  plainly. 
Though    its    answer   little    meaning  —  little    relevancy 

bore ; 
For  we  cannot    help  agreeing  that    no  living  human 

being 
Ever  yet  was  blessed  with  seeing  bird  above  his  chamber 

door, 
Bird   or   beast    upon   the   sculptured   bust   above   his 
chamber  door, 

With  such  name  as  "Nevermore." 

But   the    Raven,   sitting   U)nely   on   the    placid   bust, 

spoke  only 
That  one  wonl,  as  if  his  soul  in  that  one  word  he  did 

out  pour, 

1  Pallas     P.iU.T^-  Athene,  or  Minerv.-'.,  the  eoddcss  of  wisdom. 

2  Plutonian — Pluto  was  the  god  of  the  world  of  darkness, 
of  the  world  after  death. 
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Nothing  further  then  he  uttered,  not   a  feather  then 

he  flutteretl. 
Till   I   scarcely  more  than   muttered,— "  Other  friends 

have   flown   before; 
On  the  morrow  hr  will  leave  me,  as  my   Ho|)es   have 

flown  before. 

Then  the  bird  ."^aid,  "Xevermore." 


m 


Startled    at    the    stillness    broken    by    reply    so    aptly 

spoken, 
"Doubtless."'  said  I,  "what  it   utters  is  its  only  stock 

and  store, 
(ausht  from  some  unhappy  master  whom  unmerciful 

Disaster 
Followed   fast   and   followed   faster  till   liis   songs  one 

burdc!i  bore; 
Till   the  dirges  of  his  \w\yc  that    melancholy  burden 

bore 

( )f  '  Never  —  ncverniore. '  ' ' 
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Hut  the  Raven  still  beguiling  all  my  fancy  into  smiling, 
Straight  I  wheeled  a  cushioned  seat  in  front  of  bird 

and  bust  and  door; 
Then,    upon   the   velvet    sinking,    I   betook   myself   to 

linking 
Fanev  unto  fancv,  thinking  what  this  ominous  bird  of 

70 

yore, 
What  this  grim,  ungainly,  ghastly,  gaunt,  and  ominous 
bird  of  yore 

.Meant  in  cnniking  ' '  Nevermore. ' ' 


This  I  sat  engaged  in  guessing,  but  no  syllable  ex- 
pressing 

To  the  fowl  whose  fiery  eyes  now  burned  into  my 
bosom's  core; 

This  and  more  I  sat  diviumg,  with  my  head  at  eaae 
reclining 


75 


112 


mcif  '^niDOL  PnETRY  HOOK 


On   tho    cushion's    velvet    liuiiij:    that    the    liiinp-r'K^*^ 

ploatcfl  o'er. 
But    whose    velvet     violet    liiiiim    with    the    liunp-liKht 

fjloatirifi    <)'er 

Shi   shall  press,  ah.  novermon'! 

Then,  mothouRht.  the  air  fjrow  .lensor.  pTfuiuod  from 

an  unseen  censer 
Swunf^  by   S'raphini   whoso  foot -falls  tinkled   on   the 

tufted  floor. 
"Wretch,"    I    cried,    "thy  Ciod   liath  lent    thee— by 

those  anjiels  he  hath  .sent  thee 
llospito  —  respite  and  neixMithe'  from  thy  momorios  of 

Ivonore! 
Quaff,  oh   quaff   this  kind   nop(Mithe.   and   forgot   this 

lost  Ixniore!"  ,^ 

Quoth    the    Raven,    "Nevermore. 
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"Prophet!"   .said   I.  "thinj:  of  evil!    prophet   still,  if 

bird  or  devil! 
Whether  Tempter  .'^ent.  or  whether  temix'st  tos.sed  thee 

here   ashore, 

Desolate   yet    all  undauniid.  on  this  desert   land  en- 
chanted — 

On  this  home  by  Horror  haunted— tell  me  truly,  1 

implore: 
Is  there— (.s   there  balm  in  Cilead?-— tell  me  —  tell 

me,  1  implore!" 

Quoth  the   Raven,  "Nevermore." 


so 


"Prophet!"  said  I,   "thing  of  evil— prophet  still,  if 

bird  or  devil! 
By  that  Heaven  that  l^nds  above  us.  by  that  God  we 

both  adore, 

1  Nepenthe  — A  potion,  or  drug,  that  causes  forgetfuhiess. 

2  Balm  in  Oilead — Jeremiah  viii,,  22. 
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Tell  this  soul  with  sorrow  l:i<lcii  if.  wifhm    tlu"  distant 

Aidciin,' 
It    shall    chisp    a    saititr'il     m:iii|fii    vvlioiii    the    an^rls 

iiaiin'  Lcriorc: 
ClasD   a   ran'  ari<l   radiant    maiden    whom   th.-   anir«'ls 
name  I.<'iioro!  " 

Quotli  th«'  Haven   •'  Nevermore." 

"Bo  that  word  our  si^n  of  partini:.  l)ird  or  fiend!"  I 
shrieked,  upstartiiii:: 

••(let  thee  hack  into  the  tyin|x'st  and  the  Xij^ht's  Plu- 
tonian shore! 

Leave  no  bla.k  plume  as  a  token  of  that  lie  thy  soul 

""' 
hath  spoken! 

Leave   my   loneliness  unbroken!  quit   the  bust    above 

my  door! 
Take  thy  beak  from  out  my  heart,  and  take  thy  form 

from  off  my  door!" 

Quoth  the   Haven.  •'Nevermore." 

And  the  Haven,  never  flittinj;.  still  is  sitting,  still  is 

sitting 
On  the  pallid  bust  of  Palla.s  just  above  my  chamber  door; 
And  his  eyes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon's  that 

IS  dreaming 
And   the   lamp-light   o'er   him   streaming   throws    his 

shadow  on  the  floor: 
And  my  soul  from  out  that  shadow  that  lies  floating 

on  the  floor 

Shall  be  lifted  —nevermore! 

EuGAR  Allen    I'oe. 


AN  INCIDENT  IN  A  RAILROAD  CAR 

He  spoke  of  Burns:  men  rude  and  rough 
Pressed  round  to  hear  the  praise  of  one 

Whose  heart  was  made  of  manly,  simple  stuff, 
As  homespun  as  their  own. 
1  Aidenn — Eden. 
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And.  wluMi  In-  icail.  Ilicy  fdiwani  Irancd 
Driiikiim  with  fliirsiy  hearts  and  rars, 

His  hniok-hko  s(>ti;:s  \\ii<.iii  jilory  never  u«'aiied 
Imoiii  liuiiil)!*'  Miiiles  and  tears. 

Sh)\vly  there  ^rew  a  tender  awo. 

Sunhke.  (»Vr  faces  l)r(i\vn  an<l  hard. 
As  if  in  liini  who  read  they  feh  antl  saw 

Some  presence  of  tlie  bard. 

It  was  :i  si-ilit  for  sin  and  wron^ 

And  shivish  tyranny  to  si-e. 
A  si^hl  to  make  our  faitli  more  pure  and  stronj: 

In  hifih  humanity. 

1  tliou^tlit.  these  m«'n  will  carry  h«'nce 
rrom|)tinfrs  their  former  life  above. 

And  s()mothin<:  of  a  tin<M-  reverence 
For  l)eauty.  truth,  and  h>ve. 

God  scatters  love  on  every  side. 

Freely  amon^  his  childivn  all. 
And  always  hearts  are  lyinj;  oihmi  wide 

Wherein  some  grains  may  fall. 
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Tliere  is  no  wind  but  soweth  seeds 

Of  a  more  true  and  o\^n  life, 
Which  burst,  unlooked  for.  into  hijjh-souled  deeds, 

With  wayside  beauty  rife. 

We  find  within  these  souls  of  oui-s 

Some  wild  germs  of  a  higher  birth,  " 

Which  in  the  p«x-t's  tropic  heart  bear  flowers 

Whose  fragrance  fills  the  earth. 

Within  the  hearts  of  al!  men  lie 
These  promises  of  wi.ler  bliss, 
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Which  hh»s8(»m  iiit(»  hojX's  that  (•.•mnot  die,  * 

In  sunny  hours  like  this. 

All  that    hath  Ik'Cii  inaj«'stical 

In  life  or  death,  since  time  iH'jian, 
Is  native  in  tin-  sini|)le  heart  of  all. 

The  an^el  heart  of  man.  *• 

.\nd  thus,  aniorjK  the  untaught  poor 
(Ireat  de«'ds  and  feelings  find  a  homo, 

That  cast  in  shallow  all  the  golden  lore 
Of  cla.ssic  CJreoce  and  Konie. 

(),  mighty  hrother-soul  of  man.  * 

Where'er  thou  art,  in  low  or  hijih. 
Thy  skyey  arches  with  exulting  span 

O'er-roof  infinity! 

All  thought.*?  that  mould  the  age  betrin 

Deep  down  within  the  primitive  soul,  *• 

And  from  the  many  slowly  upward  win 
To  one  who  grasjw  the  whole: 

In  his  wide  brain  the  feelinj;;  deep 

Which  strufifiled  on  the  numy's  tongue 

Swells  to  a  tide  of  thought,  whose  surges  leap     " 
O'er  the  weak  thrones  of  wrong. 


All  thought  Ijegins  in  feeling, —  wide 

In  the  great  nia.ss  its  base  is  hid, 
And,  narrowing  up  to  tliought,  stands  glorified, 

A  moveless  pyramid. 
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Nor  is  he  far  astray,  who  deems 

That  every  hope,  which  rises  and  grows  broad 
In  the  world's  heart,  by  ordered  impulse  streams 

From  the  great  heart  of  God. 
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God  wills,  man  liofK's;  in  {•onimoii  souls  " 

Hop(!  is  but  va^ue  and  undefined, 
Till  from  the  p(H;t 's  tonj^uc  the  message  rolls 

A  hlessinj;  to  his  kind. 

Never  did  Poesy  appear 

So  full  of  heav'n  to  nie,  as  when  '"^ 

1  saw  how  it  would  pierce  through  pride  and  tear, 

To  the  lives  of  coarsest  men. 

It  may  l-)e  glorious  to  write 

Thoughts  that  shall  glad  the  two  or  three 
High  souls,  like  those  far  stars  that  come  in  sight  "^ 

Once  in  a  century; — 


But  better  far  it  is  to  speak 

One  simple  word,  which  now  and  then 
Shall  waken  their  free  nature  in  the  weak 

And  friendless  sons  of  men; 
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To  write  some  earnest  verse  or  line 
Which,  sr^king  not  the  praise  of  art, 

Shall  make  a  cleai-er  faiih  and  manhood  shine 
In  the  untutored  heart. 


He  who  doth  this,  in  verse  or  prose, 

May  be  forgotten  in  his  day, 
But  surely  shall  be  crowned  at  last  with  those 

Who  live  and  speak  for  aye. 

jAMts  RrssKi-L  Lowell. 
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Hast  thou  a  charm  to  stay  tho  mornin<:-star 

In  his  steep  course?     So  Ions  he  seems  to  pause 

On  thy  bald  awful  head,  O  sovran  Bhmc! 

The  Arve  and  Arveiron  at  thy  base 

Rave  ceaselessly:  but  thou,  most  awful  Form! 

Risest  from  fortli  thy  silent  sea  of  pines, 

How  silently!     Around  thee  and  above 

Deep  is  the  air  and  dark.  sul)stantial.  black. 

An  ebon  mass:  methinks  thou  piercest  it. 

As  with  a  wediie!     But  when  I  look  again. 

It  is  thine  own  calm  isome,  thy  crystal  shrine, 

Thy  habitation  from  eternity! 

()  dread  and  silent  Mount!  I  gazed  upon  thee, 

Till  thou,  still  present  to  the  bodily  sense. 

Didst  vanish  from  my  thought:  entranced  in  prayer  '" 

I  worship{)ed  the  Invisible  alone. 

Vet,  like  some  sweet  beguiling  melody, 
So  sweet ,  we  know  not  we  are  listening  to  it. 
Thru,  the  meanwhile,  wast  blending  with  my  thought. 
Yea,  with  my  life  and  life's  own  secret  joy: 
Till  the  dilating  Soul,  enrapt.  transfused, 
Into  the  mighty  vision  passing — there 
As  in  her  natural  form,  swelled  vast  to  Heaven! 

Awake,  my  soul!  not  only  passive  praise 
Thou  owest !  not  ahme  these  swelling  tears, 
Mute  tlumks  and  secret  ecstasy!     Awake, 
Voice  of  sweet  song!     Awake,  my  heart,  awake 
Green  vales  and  icy  cliffs,  all  join  my  hymn. 

Thou  hrst  and  chief,  sole  sovereign  of  the  Vale! 
O  struggJing  with  the  darkness  all  the  night, 
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And  visitccl  all  ni^lit  hy  troops  of  stars. 
Or  \vhrn  they  diiiil)  t  ho  sky  or  when  they  sink: 
Companion  of  the  inornin^-star  at  duwn. 
Thyself  l-]arth's  rosy  star,  and  of  the  dawn 
Co-hcrald:   wako.  O  wake,  and  utter  praise! 
Who  saiik  thy  sunless  pillars  deep  in  Karth? 
Who  filled  thy  countenancf!  with  rosy  liuht? 
Who  inadi-  thee  narent  of  pcrjwtual  streams? 

Anil  you.  ye  live  wild  torr(Mits'  fiercely  j^lad! 
Who  callecl  you  forth  from  ni<!;ht  and  utter  death 
Trom  dark  and    ;cy  (•avern^  railed  you  forth, 
Down  these  precipitous,  black,  jaiified  rocks. 
Forever  shattered  and  the  same  forever? 
Who  jiave  you  your  invulnerable  life. 
Your  strenjith,  your  speed,  your  fury,  and  your  joy,    ** 
rncpasin<!;  thunder  and  eternal  foam? 
And  who  commanded,  (and  the  silence  came), 
Here  let  the  billows  stiffen,  and  have  rest? 

Vo  ice-falls!  ye  that  from  the  mountain's  brow 

Adown  enormous  ravines  slope  amain  —  ^ 

Torrents,  methinks.  that  heard  a  mifihty  voire. 

And  stopped  at  once  amid  their  maddest   plunjie! 

Motionless  \orrents!  silent  cataracts! 

Who  made  you  jilorious  as  the  flutes  of  Heaven 

Beneath  the  keen  full  moon?     Who  bade  the  sun        "• 

riot  he  you  with  rainbows?     Who.  with  livinj!;  flowers 

Of  loveliest   l)lue.  spread  jiarlands  at   your  feet? — 

(iod!  l(>t  the  torrents,  like  a  shout  of  nations. 

Answer!  and  let  the  ice-))lains  echo,  (Iod! 

(iod!  sins  ve  meadow-streams  with  gladsome  voice!  ^ 

Ye  }Vme-gr<n-os.  with  your  soft  and  soul-like  sounds! 

And  they  too  have  a  voice,  yon  piles  of  snow, 

And  in  their  perilous  fall  shall  thunder,  Ooil! 

i  Torrents  In  athlitiun  t:.  the  rivers  Arve  and  Arveir^n 
wliich  have  their  smirces  at  the  foot  of  Mount  Rlanc.  there 
are  tive  torrents  that  rush  down  the  side  of  the  riiountain. 
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Yo  livin<:  llowors  that  skirt  t  lie  rtcnial  frost! 
Ye  wild  floats  sporting;;  round  t  lu   cable's  nest!  *'' 

^'('  cafiles,  playmates  of  the  mount ain-storiii! 
Ye  lifihtninfrs.  the  dreaij  arrows  of  the  douds! 
Ye  sijrns  and  wonders  of  the  element! 
I'tter  forth  (lod.  and  till  the  hills  wit  h  prais<>! 

Thou  too.  hoar  .Mount!   with  thy  sky-point inf:  |)eaks,  '" 

Oft   from  whose  feet  the  avalanche,  unheard. 

Shoots  downward,  ^ditterinjj;  tnroujih  the  pure  serene 

Into  the  dei)th  of  clouds,  that     cil  thy  breast  — 

Thou  too  ajiain.  -stupcMidous  .'    uuntain!  thou 

That  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bowed  low  "^ 

In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 

Slow  travellin<r  with  dim  eyes  suffused  with  tears, 

Solemnly  seemest .  like  a  vapoury  cloud, 

To  rise  before  me — His(\  ()  ever  rise. 

Rise  like  a  cloud  of  incense,  from  the  Marth! 

Thou  kindly  Sjiirit  throned  amonn;  the  hills, 

Thou  dread  ambassador  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 

(Ireat  Hierarch!  tell  thou  the  silent  sky. 

And  tell  the  stars,  and  tell  yon  rising  sun, 

Earth,  with  her  thousand  voices,  praises  God. 

Samikl  Taylor  Coleridge. 


80 


85 


ULYSSES' 

It  little  profits  that  an  idle  kinjr. 

Hy  this  still  hearth,  amon^  these  barren  crajrs, 

Mateh'd  with  an  a^ed  wife.  I  mete  and  dole 

rnecjual  laws  unto  a  savage  race. 

That  hoard,  and  sleep,  and  feed,  and  know  not  me.  '' 

I  cannot  rest  from  travel:  I  will  drink 

*  Ulysses — ^"This    i)i>om,"    says    Tennyson,    "was   written 
soon  after  Arthur  H.illani's  death  and  gave  my  feelings  about 
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more  simply  than  anything  in  'In  Memoriam.'  "   Ulysses  is 
founded  on  a  passage  in  Dante's  Inferno. 
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Life  to  tlio  Icos:   all  titin's  1  have  cnjoy'd 

(iroatly,  have  .sulTcr'd  f^roatly.  both  with  those 

That  lovotl  mo.  aii<l  alone;  on  shon-,  and  when 

Thro'  Hcuddinij:  drifts  the  rainy  Hyades ' 

\'ext  the  dim  sea:   I  am  become  a  name: 

For  always  roamint:;  witli  a  hniifiry  heart 

iMiU'h  have  I  seen  and  known:  cities  of  men 

And  manners,  climates,  conncils,  jidvernments. 

Mvself  not  least,  hut  honour'd  of  them  all; 

\\\(\  drunk  delijrht  of  battle  with  my  peers. 

Far  on  the  riiifzint:  plains  of  windy  Troy. 

I  am  a  part  of  all  that  1  have  met  : 

Yet  all  experience  is  an  arch  wheretliro' 

(Ueams  that  untravell'd  world,  whose  margin  fade.s  -" 

For  ever  and  for  ever  when  1  move. 

How  dull  it  is  to  pause,  to  make  an  end. 

To  rust  unburnishM.  not  to  shine  in  usel 

As  tho'  to  breathe  were  life.      Life  piled  on  life 

Were  all  too  little,  and  of  one  to  me 

Little  remains:  liut  every  liour  is  saved 

From  that  eternal  silence,  somethii^.fi  more, 

\  brinj^er  of  new  things;  and  vile  it  were 

For  some  three  suns  to  store  and  hoard  myself. 

Anil  this  gray  spirit  yearning  in  desire 

To  follow  knowledge,  like  a  sinking  star. 

Beyond  the  utmost  l)ound  of  human  thought. 

This  is  my  son.  mine  own  Telemachus, 
To  whom  I  leave  the  sceptre  and  the  isle  — 
Well-loved  of  me.  discerning  to  fulfil 
This  labour,  by  slow  ]>rudence  to  make  mild 
A  rugged  p(M)ple,  and  thro'  soft  degrees 
Subdue  them  to  the  useful  and  the  good. 
Most  blameless  is  lie,  centred  in  the  sphere 
Of  common  duties,  decent  not  to  fail 
In  offices  of  tenderness,  ami  pay 

'  Hyades — A  groiin  of  seven  stars  in  the  heart  of  the  con- 
stellation Taurus.  Their  rising  and  setting  were  believed  to 
be  attended  by  much  rain. 
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Meet  adoration  to  my  housohoUl  jrods. 

When  I  am  <:one.      He  works  his  work.  I  mine. 

There  Hes  the  port;  the  vessel  putTs  her  sail: 
There  jjloom  the  dark  broad  seas.      My  mariners.    *'' 
Souls  that    have  toil'd,   and   wrou^lit.   and   tliought 

with  me  — 
That  ever  with  a  frolie  welcome  took 
The  thunder  and  the  sunshine,  and  opposed 
Free  hearts,  free  foreheails  —  you  and  1  are  old: 
Old  afie  hath  yet  his  honour  and  his  toil;  ^° 

Death  eloses  all:  l)Ut  something;  ere  the  end. 
Some  work  of  noble  note,  may  yet  be  done. 
Not  unbecomin'r  vien  that  strove  with  ^ods. 
The  lights  bejii  twinkle  from  the  rocks: 

The   lonjr   day    .^anes:  the   slow    moon    climbs:  the 

deep  ^^ 

M(jans  round  with  many  voices.     Come,  my  friends, 
'Tis  not  too  late  to  seek  a  newer  w.;rld. 
Push  off.  and  sittinj;  well  in  order  smite 
The  sounding  furrows;  for  my  purpose  holds 
To  sail  beyond  the  sunset,  and  the  baths' 
Of  all  the  westen  stars,  until  I  die. 
It  may  be  that  the  gulf."^  will  wash  us  down: 
It  may  be  we  shall  touch  the  Haj)py  Isles,- 
And  see  the  great  Achilles,'  whom  we  knew. 
Tlio'  mucli  is  taken,  much  at)ides:  and  tho' 
We  are  not  now  tliat  strength  which  in  old  days 
Moved  earth  and  heaven;  that  which  we  are,  we  are; 
One  equal  temper  of  heroic  hearts. 
Made  weak  by  time  and  fate,  l)Ut  strong  in  will 
To  strive,  to  seok,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield.  ™ 

Ai,FRr:i),  LoKi)  Tknn'yson. 

'  Baths — The  ancients  believed  that  tlie  stars  in  setting 
sank  into  the  ocean. 

2  Happy  Isles — The  paradise  of  the  Greeks,  usually  placed 
somewhere  to  the  west  of  Africa 

'  Achilles — The  hero  of  the  Ti  jan  war,  and  the  companion 
in  arms  of  Ulvsses. 
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Tm;  ram  has  waiiod  iui«l  It'ft  l)Ut  tales  of  gliosts, 
That  liover  in  tlio  worll  like  fading  smoke 
About  the  locIf;es:  pone  are  the  dusky  folk 
That  once  were  euniiinu;  with  the  tlionp  and  snare 
And  niiphty  with  tlie  i)addl     and  the  how; 
They  lured  the  silver  salmon  from  his  lair. 
They  drove  the  buffalo  in  trampling  hosts, 
And  gambled  in  tlie  tepees  until  dawn, 
But  now  tiieir  vaunted  prowess  all  is  pone, 
(jop.e  like  a  moose-track  in  the  April  snow. 
But  all  the  land  is  murmurous  with  the  call 
Of  their  wild  names  that  haunt  the  lovely  plens 
Where  lonely  water  falls,  or  where  the  street 
Sounds  all  day  with  the  tramp  of  myria<l  feet ; 
Toronto  triumphs;  Winni|H'^  Hows  free, 
Ami  clanps  the  iron  heipht  where  paunt  Quebec 
Lies  like  a  lion  in  a  lily  l)ed. 
And  Restipouehe  takes  the  whelmed  .sountl  of  sea; 
Meduotic  falls,  and  flutes  the  Mirimichi; 
Kiskisink  where  the  shy  mallard  breeds 
Breaks  into  pearls  beneath  his  whirling  wings, 
And  Manitowapah  sings; 
They  flow  like  water,  or  like  wind  they  flow, 
Waymoucheeching,  loon-haunted  Manowan, 
Far  Mastassini  by  hur  frozen  wells, 
Gohl-hued  Wayagamac  brinuning  her  wooded  dells  : 
I  one  Kamouraska,  Metepedia, 
And  Metlakahtla  ring  u  round  of  bells. 

Dlncan  Campbell  Scott. 
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From  7Vi«'  7'ci.sfe 
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It 


r]\r,LAND,  witli  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee  still, 

My  country!  ami,  while  yet  ii  nook  is  left 

Where  Hnglish  minds  anil  manners  may  be  found, 

Sliall  be  constrained  to  love  thee.     Thoufih  thy  clime 

lie  fickle,  and  thy  year,  most  part,  deformetl  * 

With  drippin-f  rains,  or  withered  by  a  fro.st, 

I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies 

And  fields  without  a  flower,  for  warmer  France 

With  all  her  vines:  nor  for  Ausonia's  fi;roves 

Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  uiyrtle  bowers. 

To  shake  thy  senate,  and  from  heights  sublime 

Of  patriot  eloquence  io  flash  down  fire 

I'pon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task; 

But   I  can  feel  thy  fortunes,  and  i)artake 

Thy  joys  and  sorrows  with  as  true  a  heart 

As  any  thunderer  there.     And  1  can  feel 

Thy  follies  too.  and  with  a  jusl  disdain 

Frown  at  effeminates,  wh  ise  very  looks 

Reflect  dishonour  on  the  land  I  love. 

How,  in  rtie  name  of  soldiership  and  sense, 

Should  England  prosper,  when  such  things,  as  smooth 

And  tender  as  a  girl,  all-e.s.senced  o'er 

With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet, 

Who  sell  their  laurel  for  a  myrtle  wreath, 

And  love  when  they  should  fight,— when  such  as  " 

these 
Presume  to  lay  their  hantl  upon  the  ark 
Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  cause? 
Time  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 
In  every  clime,  and  travel  where  we  might, 
That  we  were  born  her  children;  praise  enough 
To  fill  the  ambition  of  a  private  man, 
Tliat  Chatham's  language  was  his  mother  tongue, 
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And  Wolfe's  jireiit  name  conipatriot  witli  his  own. 

Fiircwell  those  honours,  and  farewell  with  them 

The  hope  of  such  hereafter!     They  have  fallen        " 

Mach  in  his  field  of  j:lory:  one  in  arms, 

And  one  in  council— Wolfe  upon  the  lap 

Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  won, 

And  (.'hat ham,  heart-sick  of  his  country's  shame! 

They  made  us  many  s(ildiers.     Chatham  still  *" 

Consult iiifi  England's  ha|)pine.-,s  at  home, 

Secured  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown 

If  any  wrongeil  her.     Wolf-,  where'er  he  fought, 

Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act. 

That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force.  ** 

And  ail  \    re  swift  to  follow  whom  all  loved. 

Those  suns  are  set.     Oh  rise  some  oth-r  such! 

Or  all  that  we  have  left  is  empty  talk 

Of  old  achievements,  and  despair  of  new. 

William  Cowpkr. 


ABOVK  AND  BHLOW 


I 

O  DWELLERS  in  the  valley-land. 

Who  in  deep  twilight  grope  and  cower, 
Till  the  slow  mountain's  dial-hand 

Shortens  to  noon's  triumphal  hour, — 
While  ye  sit  idle,  do  ye  think 

The  Lord's  great  work  sits  idle  too? 
That  light  dare  not  o'erleap  the  brink 

Of  morn,  becaase  'tis  dark  with  you? 

Though  yet  your  valleys  skulk  in  night, 
In  (lod's  ripe  fields  the  day  is  cried, 

And  reapers  with  their  sickles  bright. 
Troop,  singing,  down  the  mountain  side. 
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Como  up,  and  f('<'l  what  licaltli  tlioro  is 
In  the  frank  Dawn's  delight od  cvos, 

As.  hondinm  \vith  a  pityirijr  kiss, 

The  nii'lil-she<l  tears  of  Karth  she  dries! 
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The  Lord  wants  reapers:  O,  mount  up, 

liefr)re  nij^ht  comes,  and  says, — "Too  hite!" 
Stay  not  for  taking  scrip  or  cup. 

The  Master  hunjjers  \\\\\\o  ye  wait  ;  * 

'Tis  from  the.se  heiijhts  alone  your  eyes 

The  advancing  spears  of  day  can  see, 
Which  o'er  the  ea.stern  hill-tops  rise, 

To  break  your  \(nvj,  captivity. 


II 


Lone  watcher  on  the  mount ain-lieifiht ! 

It  is  right  {)recious  to  behold 
The  first  long  surf  of  climbing  light 

Flood  all  the  thirsty  east  with  gold; 
But  we.  who  in  the  shadow  sit, 

Know  also  when  the  day  is  nigh, 
Seeing  thy  shining  foreliead  lit 

With  his  inspiring  pro|)hecy. 


ss 
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Thou  hast  thine  office:  we  have  ours- 

(lod  lacks  not  early  service  here, 
But  what  are  thine  eleventh  hours 

He  counts  with  us  for  morning  cheer; 
Our  day,  for  Him,  is  long  enough, 

And  when  ho  giveth  work  to  do, 
The  bruised  reed  is  amply  tough 

To  pierce  tlie  shield  of  error  through. 


40 


But  not  the  les.s  do  thou  aspire 
Light's  earlier  messages  to  preach; 


Keep  liiuk  III)  syll!it)lc  of  lire. 

I'luntic  il('<'|)  tlic  rowels  of  tliy  spooch. 
\v\  (lod  (Icciiis  not   thine  acricMl  sijrlit 

More  worthy  t  hiiii  our  twiUiihl  <liin,— 
I'or  meek  ( )l)('»li(Mico,  too.  is  Lij^lit . 

Ami  followiiij:  that   is  (iiidin;;  Him. 

JaMKS    Kl  SSKI.t,  howi-.i.i.. 
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TVHK 

I\  thoufihl   1  saw  the  [)alaco  dotnos  of  Tyro; 

The  f^orf^oous  treasures  of  her  merchandise; 
All  her  proud  people  in  their  hrave  attire. 

Throiminv:  Ikt  streets  for  sport   or  sacrifice. 

I  saw  the  precious  stones  and  spiceries.  ^ 

The  siimiti^-^irl  with  flower-wreathed  instrument. 

And  slaves  whose  Ix-auty  ask'd  a  monarch's  price. 
Forth  from  all  lands  all  nations  to  her  went, 
And  kinjis  to  Ikt  on  embassy  were  .sent. 

I  saw,  with  ^ihled  prow  and  silken  sail. 
Her  ships  that  of  the  .sea  had  <;overnment. 

0  gallant  ships!   'jrainst  you  what  mi^ht  prevail! 
She  stood  upon  her  rock,  and,  in  her  pride 
Of  siren^tli  and  beauty,  waste  and  woe  defied. 

I  look'd  ajiain  —  1  saw  a  U)nely  shore,  " 

A  rock  amid  the  waters,  and  a  waste 

Of  trackless  sand  —  I  heard  the  bleak  sea's  roar, 

And  winds  that  rose  and  fell  with  gasty  ha.ste. 

There  was  one  scathed  tree,  by  storm  defaced. 

Round  which  the  sea-birds  wheel'd  with  screaming 

20 
cry, 

l'>e  long  came  on  a  traveller,  slowly  paced; 
Now  east,  then  west,  he  turn'il  with  curious  eye, 
Like  one  perplex'd  with  an  uncertainty. 

Awhile  he  look'd  upon  the  sea,  and  then 
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I'pon  a  Itodk.  as  if  it  iiiitrlit  supply  " 

'i'lic  tliinjrs  he  lack'd:      lie  rca<l.  an<l  jrazrd  ajjaiii; 
^'('t ,  as  if  uiilK'licf  so  on  hitii  wroujilit. 
Hv   inijihf  not  (1«hmii  this  sliorc  the  sliorc  li«'  sought. 

A^aiii  I  saw  liiiii  comr  —  "t  was  event iilf; 

The  sun  shone  on  the  rock  amid  the  sea;  ^ 

The  winds  were  liush'd:  the  <|uiet    liillows  sijih'd 

With  a  h»w  swell;  the  birds  wini:'i|  silently 

Their  evenini^  llif^ht  around  the  scat  lied  tree; 
The  (isher  safely  put  into  the  hay. 

And  push'd  his  boat  ashore,  then  ;;ather'd  he  *' 
His  nets,  and,  hasting:  up  the  rocky  way, 
Spread  them  to  catch  the  sun's  warm  evening;  ray. 

1  saw  that  stranger's  eye  jia/e  on  the  scene. 
"  And  this  was  Tyre!"  said  he.     •'  How  has  decay 

Within  her  palaces  a  despot  been!  * 

Ruin  and  silence  in  his  courts  are  met. 
And  on  her  city-rock  the  tisher  spreads  his  net!" 

.Maky   How  ITT. 


THAN.VTOrSIS' 


To  him  who  in  the  lovo  of  Nature  holds 
Communion  with  her  visible  forms,  she  speaks 
A  various  lanfiuage;  for  his  gayer  hours  , 

She  ha.s  a  voice  of  fi;ladness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beauty,  and  she  glides  • 

Into  his  darker  musings,  with  a  mild 
And  healing  sympathy,  that  steals  away 
Their  sharpness,  ere  he   s  aware.     When  thoughts 
Of  the  last  bitter  hour  come  like  a  blight 
Over  thy  spirit,  and  sad  images  *• 

Of  the  stern  agony,  and  shroud,  and  pall, 

*  Thanatopsis — "A  view  of  death."     This  poem  was  written 
in  the  poet's  eighteenth  year. 
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And  hroathh'ss  darkiirss.  and  the  narrow  Imusc, 

Make  tlu'O  to  shud<l»T.  ami  ;:ro\v  sick  at   lii-art  ;  — 

do  fortli.  under  t  lir  oin-n  >ky.  anrl  list 

To  Nature's  tcarhintis.  wlillf  from  all  around  — 

Kartli  and  licr  waters,  aii<l  tlie  .lepths  (.f  air     ■ 

('otnes  a  still  voiee  — 

Vet   a  few  days,  and  t  hei 

iho  all-lMdi«»ldin>;  sun  .-hall  see  no  more 

In  all  his  course;  nor  yet   in  tli<>  cold  ^round. 

Where  thy  pale  form  was  laid,  with  many  tears, 

Nor  in  the  embrace  of  o<can.  shall  exist 

Thv    ima^e.      I'larth.  that    nourished   thee,  sha 

Thy  growth,  to  be  resolved  to  earth  a^ain, 

And,l()St   each  human  trace,  surrendering  up 

Thine  indivi<lual  bein^.  shalt   tliou  'An 

To  mix  forever  with  the  elements. 

To  Ik!  a  brother  to  t  h(>  insen-it)le  rock. 

An<l  to  the  slu^'^ish  clod,  which  the  nide  swain 

Turns  with  his  share,  aiul  trea.ls  upon.     The  oak 

Shall  send  his  roots  abroad    and  pierce  thy  mould 
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Yet  not  to  thine  eternal  resting-place 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone,  nor  couldst  thou  wish 
Couch  more  ma^^nilicent.     Thou  shalt    lie  down 
With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  w.irld  -with  kin-js, 
The  i)()werful  of  the  earth— the  wise,  the  f^ood, 
Fair  forms,  and  hoary  .sccrs  «)f  aires  jmst, 
All  in  one  miu;hty  sepuhdire.       The  hills 
Rock-ribbed  and  ancient  as  the  sun. -^ the  vales 
Stretchinu;  in  pensive   ([uietness  between; 
The  veneral)le  woods— rivei-s  that  move 
In  majestv.  and  the  eoniplaininfi  brooks 
That  make  the  meadows  jrreen :  antl.  poured  round  all, 
Old  Ocean's  irray  and  melancholy  waste. — 
Are  t)Ut  the  solemn  decorations  all 
Of  the  <:reat  tomb  of  man       I'lie  iioiden  sun, 
The  planets,  all  the  infinite       >st  of  heaven. 
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Arc  sliiniiii:  on  tin*  sad  :ili<><lt-  nl  (Icalh. 
Ihn.utrh  IIh'  still  l:ii.s.-  nf  :il'.<.      Ml  tl.al   trciul 
'I'hc  <iIAh'  arc  l.ut  a  liamltul  in  tlic  tnl.<-s 
That  >luiiilK'r  in  ii>  l.nM.iii.      'i'^ikr  the  \^\m^ 
Of  morniii;:.  picnr  tlic   Uarci'ii  u  il<l<Tii"ss.' 
Or  loM-  tliyx'lf  in  t  lir  (•..nl  iiuK.us  woods 
Where  rolls  the  Orciioii.-'  and  luars  tio  souikI. 
Save  his  own  dashiiiKs     yet   the  .lea«l  arc  there: 
And  millions  in  those  sornuile>.  sine*'  first 
'Ihe  tlit:lit  of  years  heuan.  have  laid  thetn  down 
In  thei'i-  last  sleep  Mhe  dea.l  rei^ni  then-  alone. 
So  shalt  thon  re>t  .  and  v  liat    if  th.)U  withdraw 
In  silence  fn>ni  the  livinir.  and  no  friend 
Take  note  of  thy  depart  lire -.'      AH  that   hreathe 
Will  share  thy  destinv.      'Ihe  L'ay   will  laujrh 
When  tl'iou  art  uone,  the  solemn  I. rood  of  rare 
I'lod  on,  and  each  one  as  before  will  chase 
His  favourite  phantom;  yet   all  these  shall  leave  ^ 

Their  miilh  and  their  employments,  an.l  sliall  •■ome 
And  make  their  l.e.l  with  thee.      As  the  h.im  tram 
{■     i.;es  <:iM.-s  away,  tlie  sons  of  men. 
The  vouth  in  litVsfresh  sprinjr,  and  he  who  roes 
In  the  full  stren^Mh  of  years,  matron  and  maid, 
The  sj)cechless  l)al)e.  and  the  irray-heach-d  man- 
Shall  one  1)V  one  he  <:athered  to  thy  side. 
Bv  those  who  in  their  turn  shall  follow  them. 
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So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
The  innumerable  caravan,  whicli  moves  ^^ 

To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  sliall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent   halls  of  death. 
Thou  fjo  not.  like  the  quarry-slave  at  nijiht. 
Scourged  to  hi.s  dunjreon.  Imt.  su.staincd  and  soothed 

I  Barcan  wilderness.  -The  sc^uthorn   portion  of  a  district 
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Oregon— The  Columbia  River. 
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Hy  an  unfaltcriuji  trust,  uppniadi  tliv  ^^-avo 
Like  one  who  wraps  i  hu  draju-ry  of  his  rouch 
About   him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant   dreams. 

William  Cillkn    Hrvant. 


M 


THE   LAST   lU(X"A.\i:i:!{ 

Thk  wind     ,     -o  yellini:,  the  waves  w<'re  swelhn^', 

The  sk'-  \\a.    Idack  and  drear, 
Whentl.  •    rew  with  eyes   of   llame   hrou-rht    the  ship 
will  :i  name 

Ah)n<z:side  Uie  hist  liuceaneer. 

"  Whence  Ihes  your  sji^op  full  sail  before  s(.  fieree  a 
fiale.  •  s 

When  all  others  dri\-e  bare  on  the  seas? 
Say,  eoine  ye  frc.m  the  shore  of  the  holy  Salvador. 

Or  tfio  fiulf  of  the  rich  Caribbees?"' 

"  From  ashore  no  search  hath  found,  from  a  j^ulf  no 
line  can  sound, 

Witliout  rudder  or  needle  we  steer:  ■« 

Above,  l)eh;w  our  l)arkdies  the  sea-fowl  and  the  shark,. 

As  we  fly  by  tlie  last  Buccaneer. 

"To-nijiht  there  shall  be  heard  on  the  rocks  of  Cape 
de  \'erde, 
A  loud  crash,  and  a  louder  roar; 
And  to-morrow  shall  the  dee]),  with  a  heavy  moaninu;. 
swe(>p  "  15 

Thecorjjses  and  wreck  to  the  shore." 

The  stately  ship  of  Clyde  securely  now  may  ride 
In  tlie  l)reath  of  the  citron  shades: 

And    SeVfTU's    t.nvoriiKr    m.i^t    ^,^..^^r.l^\.r    ...>.,.    » 


Through  the  sea  of  the  balmv  Trades- 


C..-.i. 

L 1      iiwr.     :;it-s  laM 
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flVMX  OF   Till-:   V.\ri>i>IS  M<>rXT.\[.\EERS    l.'H 

1  roiii  St.  .Inge's  wcaltiiy  i»(.rt.  ficm  Havaniuih  .s  royal 
fort. 
Tlic  soarnan  <:f>os  forth  withdut   fear: 
lor  siiici'  that    stormy    nii^lit    not   a  mortal    hath    had 
sight 
Of  the  flag  of  the  last   Buccaru'cr. 

Thomas   Haiiini-.tun,-,    Lokd   Macatlay. 


HV.MX  OF  THK  WMDOIS  .MOIXTAIXKHRS ' 


For  the  strength  of  the  hills  wo  i)less  Thee. 

Our  God.  our  father's  Ood! 
Thou  hast  made  thy  fhildren  mighty, 

By  the  touch  of  the  mountain-sod. 
Thou  hast  fixed  our  ark  of  refuge 

Where  the  spoiler's  foot  ne'er  trod; 
For  the  streuiith  of  the  hills  we  bless  Thee, 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  (Jod! 

We  are  watchers  of  a  heacon 

Whose  light  must  never  die; 
Wo  are  guardians  of  an  altar 

'Midst  tho  silence  of  the  sky: 
The  rocks  yield  founts  of  courage, 

Struck  forth  as  by  the  rod; 
For  the  .strength  of  the  hills  we  ble.s.s  Thee,     '* 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 


10 


For  the  dark  resounding  cavern.s, 
Where  thy  still,  small  voice  is  heard; 

*  Moiintaineers— The  Vaudois  mountaineers  living  among 
tb       i.juntams  m  the  northi-rn  part  of  Italv,  l^elonged  to  the 
nsian  church,  and  were  for  many  vears,  on  account  of 
'<•      r''lieious  (jpinions,  niT-^ocuted  I'v   thf    DnW."':  r-.f   «-...„,, 

t        ho      -:ie  they  were  subject.     They  persevered.  howeVer' 
in  m     ■      .;. 


l.'<2  1 1  Kill   S(  Ifi  u  ;/,  /',  )1.:try  f^i  >,  >[,; 

Vor  the  stroiii;;  pines  of  the  forests, 

That    liy   tliy   brealli  are  siirreil;  «> 

I'or  the  storms,  on  whose  t"ree  piiiions 
Thy  spirit    walks  abroad ; 

For  the  streiiiith  of  the  hill>  we  l)less  Thee. 
Our  (hkI,  our  fathers'  (iod! 

The  royal  oa^le  dartetli  » 

On  his  (|uarry  from  the  heights. 
And  the  stai,^  tliat   knows  no  master. 

Seeks  there  his   wild  delights; 
But  we.  for  /////  communion. 

Have  souiiht    the  mountain-sod;  *> 

For  the  st  remit  h  of  the  hills  we  bless  Thee, 

Our  Ood,  our  fathers'  (iod! 

The  banner  of  the  chieftain 

Far,  far  below  us  waves; 
The  war-horse  of  the  spearman  « 

Cannot   reach  our  lof t  v  caves; 
Thy  dark  clouds  wrap  tlie  threshold 

Of  freedom's  last  alxxie; 
For  til '  stren<:;th  of  the  hills  we  bless  Thee, 

Our  (iod,  our  fathers'  (iod!  «> 


For  the  sluidow  of  thy  presence, 

Round  our  camp  of  rock  outspread; 
For  the  stern  defiles  of  battle, 

Bearinij;  record  of  our  deml; 
For  the  snow.s  and  for  the  torrents,  ** 

For  the  free  heart's  burial-sod; 
For  the  strenirth  of  the  hills  we  bless  Thee, 

Our  (iod.  our  fathers'  (iod! 

1-i;licia  Dokothka  Hemans. 


THE  .\rPKi\\(I[  OF  STORM  133 

Till-:  Al'l'ROACH  OF  MOHM 

Fn im    1  III'  >''.i.si'>/.s- 


Whkn  from  tho  pallid  sky  tlio  sun  (IpscpikIs, 
With  many  a  spot  that  i»'(M'  liis  jrlariiijr  ort) 
rncertain  wanders,  stainM:  red-hory  streaks 
Hejiin  to  fhisli  amiind.     The  reeling  chiuds 
Sta<:jrer  witli  di/.zy  poise,  as  (h)ul)tin,<i  yet  • 

Wliich  master  to  obey:  wliile  risinjj,  slow, 
Blank,  in  the  leadeii-colour'd  e.ast .  the  moon 
Wears  a  wan  circle  rouinl  her  l>lunted  horns. 
Seen  throuirh  the  turhid  fluctuating^  air, 
'I'he  stars  obtuse  emit  a  shiver'd  rav,  '" 

Or  fre(iueiit  s(>em  to  shoot  athwart  the  ^l«»om, 
.-\nd  Ions  l)ehin<i  t  Ikmu  trail  the  whitening  l)lazc. 
StiatchVl  in  short  eddies  plays  the  witlier'd  leaf, 
.\nd  on  the  flood  the  <lancin<;  feather  float. s. 
With  broaden'd  nostrils  to  the  sky  upturn'd,        '^ 
The  conscious  h(Mfer  snulTs  the  stormy  gale. 
I'-v'n  as  the  matron  at   her  nijrhtly  tasks 
Willi  jtensive  labour  draws  the  flaxen  thread, 
The  wast<vl  taper  ami  the  <Tacklin(:  flame 
Fortell  the  blast.      Hut  chief  the  plumv  race,        -" 
The  tenants  of  the  sky.  its  chaiifros  speak. 
Hetirinji  from  the  downs,  where  all  day  lonp; 
They  pick'd  their  scanty  fare,  a  black'ninj:;  train 
Of  elam'rous  rooks  thick  urjie  their  weary  flight, 
And  seek  tlie  closing  shelter  of  tlie  grove.  ^ 

.■\ssiduou.s  in  his  bow'r  the  wailing  owl 
Plies  his  sad  song.     The  cormorant  on  high 
Wheels  from  the  deop,  and  screams  along  t^c  land. 
Loud  shrieks  the  soaring  hern;  and  with  wild  wing 
The  circling  sea-fowl  cleave  the  flaky  clouds.        ** 
Ocean,  unequal  press'd,  with  broken  tid(; 
And  blind  commotion  heaves,  while  from  the  shore, 
Eat  into  caverns  by  the  restless  wave, 
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man  sen  >nL  pof.tr)-  hook 

And  forost-rustlinj;  mountains,  comes  a  voico 
That,  solcnm-soundinK.  bids  the  world  prepare 
Then  issues  forth  tlie  storm  with  sudden  hurst.  ' 
And  hurls  the  whole  precipitated  air 
iJown  in  a  torrent. 

James  Thomsun. 


Tm-:  DOC  OF  iRrs< 

FrniT,  thr  L.ain  ,,f  Vimrnt  li-mrnc 

Ponn  Irus'  faithful  wolf-d„^r  here  I  lie, 
That  wont  to  tend  niy  old  hlind  master's  steps 
Ills  -uide  and  -uard;  nor.  while  mv  servi<-e  lasted 
Had  he  occasK.n  for  t  hat  staff,  with  which 
He  now  <i(,es  pickin<i;  out  his  path  in  fear 
O'er  the  hi-hways  and  cro.ssin-s;  hut  would  plant 
Safe  m  the  conduct  of  my  friendlv  strinjr. 
A  firm  foot  forward  still,  till  he  had  reach'e<l 
His  })()  ir  seat  on  .some  stone,  ni^di  where  the  tide 
()f  pa-s,sers-l)y  in  thick(>.st  coiiHuence  flowed:        'o 
To  whom  with  loud  and  passionate  laments 
From  morn  to  eve  his  dark  estate  he  wailed. 
Nor  wailed  to  all  in  vain:  some  here  and  there. 
The  well-disposed  an<l  ^^,,(,,1.  their  pennies  jiave' 
1  meantime  at  his  feet  ol).<e(]uious  slept :  '^ 

Not  all-asleep  in  sleep,  hut   heart  and  ear 
I'ricked  up  at  his  least  motion:  to  receive 
At  his  kind  hands  my  customary  crumbs. 
And  conunon  portion  in  his  feast  of  scra{)s. 
Or  when   ni^rht    warned  us  homeward,  tired  and 
>^|Knit  20 

With  our  lonjr  day  and  tedious  be<;<iary. 

These  were  my  manners,  this  mv  wav  of  life 

rp;ll  11,.  •  ••  «»iv,, 

" -■     '     •"••■'    t.Ji-e;;.-M:   uiu   0\XT!OOK, 

'Iru3-A    beggar    in     Homer's   Odyssey.     The    name    is 
applied  to  any  beggar. 


THE  FALL  OF   TFRXl 

A, ill  sr\or'(i  froiTi  my  sifrhtloss  niMstor's  sido. 
Hut  lest  the  ^q-ace  <>i  so  <r(io<l  dvcds  sliduid  dio. 
TliniUfili  tract  'if  years  in  iiiuto  oblivion  lost, 
This  slondcr  f(.iiil)  of  turf  hatli  Irus  roared, 
("heap  nioruHueiit  of  no  unurud<;inji  hand, 
And  witli  short  verse  inscribed  it,  to  attest, 
In  htnjj;  and  histinu;  union  to  attest. 
The  virtues  of  tlie  lief:<rar  and  liis  Do^. 

Ch ARM'S  Lamb. 
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Tin:  FAIJ,  OF  TERM.' 


From  (Iiildc  Harold's  J'ilt^riDinf^r 

The  roar  of  waters  !  —  from  the  headlong  height 
\elino  cleaves  the  wave-worn  precif)ico; 
The  fall  of  waters!  rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  nuiss  foams  shaking  the  abyss; 
The  hell  (.f  wateis!  where  they  howl  anil  hiss, 
And  boil  in  endless  torture;  while  the  .sweat 
Oi'  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
Their  Fhlegethon,-  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
That  gird  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

And  mounts  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence  again 
Returns  in  an  unceasing  shower,  which  round, 
With  its  unemptied  cloud  of  gentle  rain, 

'  The  FaU  of  Temi-  ■  The  cclebratf.l  falls  of  the  VcHno 
(which  here  (.'mptios  itself  into  the  .Vera),  called  the  Cascate 
della  Marmore.  arc  about  six  hundred  and  fiftv  feet  in  height 
and  have  few  rivals  in  Europe  in  beautv  of  situation  ind 
volume  of  water  The  rivulet  is  precipitated  from  the  heieht 
in  three  leaps  of  about  sixty-tive,  throe  hundred  and  thirtv, 
and  one  hundred  and  ninctv  feet  respectively,  the  water 
falhng  fHTpendicularly  at  some  places,  and  at  others  dashine 

- ... . J.     ...  —    , . .  .  .,  f.  ^,  ....  r 

'  Phlegethon— One  of  the  rivers  of  Hades,  whose  waters 
were  ever  burning. 
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men  ^^CUOOL  Pi^F.TKV  BOOK 


Is  an  otornal  Ai)ril  to  tlir  ground, 
Makifij:  it  all  oiio  ciiicrald.      How  profound 
Tho  ^nilf !  and  liow  tlio^Mant  clement  '■> 

From  roek  to  rock  leaps  with  delirious  bound, 
('rushinji  tlicclilfs.  wliicli.  downuanl  worn  and  rent 
With  his  tierce  foot>te|)s,  yield  in  chasms  a  fearful  vent 

To  the  hroad  column  which  rolls  (.n,  and  shows 
-More  like  the  fountain  of  an  infant  sea  ^ 

Torn  trom  the  womh  of  mountains  hv  the  throes 
Of  a  Fiew  world,  than  only  thus  to  he 
I'arent  of  rivers,  which  How  uushin-rly. 
U  ith  many  windiiii;s  tlirou<:h  the  vale:— Look  hack! 
I.o!  where  it  comes  like  an  eternity,  =•■ 

As  if  to  sweep  d(,\vu  all  thin>,^s  in  its  track, 
Charmin<,'  the  evo  with  dread.— a  matchless  cataract. 

Horril)ly  beautiful!   but  on  the  vcr<re, 
From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  ^dittcrinp  morn, 
An  Iris'  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  sur^^e,  ^ 

Like  Hope  upon  a  deathbed,  and.  unworn 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  distracted  waters,  bears  serene 
Its  brilliant  hues  with  all  their  beams  unshorn: 
Resemblinfi,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene  ^' 

Love  watching  Madness  with  unalterable  mien. 

Georgk  Gordon,   Lord  Bvrox. 


C()NSTAX(^V 

Who  is  the  honest  man? 
He  that  doth  .still  and  strongly  good  pursue; 
To  (lod.  his  neighbour,  and  himself  most  true; 

^^  horn  neither  force  nor  fawning  can 
Tnpin,  or  wrench  from  driving  all  their  dwo 


*  Iris — The  rainbow, 
queen  of  the  gods. 


Iris  was  the  messenger  of  Juno,  the 
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Whoso  honosf  y  is  not 
So  loose  or  oasy.  f  hat  a  rufHint;  wir-.d 
Can  blow  away,  or  iihtt'ritiir  look  it  hhncl: 

\\  ho  rides  his  sure  and  even  trot. 
W  hile  the  wyrlil  now  ri«K's  hy,  now  la>is  behind.    '" 

Who,  when  jireat   trials  rorne. 
Xor  seeks  nor  shuns  them,  but  (h)tli  ealnily  stay. 
Till  he  the  thini;;  and  the  example  \vei<;h: 

All  beinj;  brought  into  a  sum. 
What  place  or  person  <-alls  for  he  iloth  pay.  '•'" 

Whom  none  can  work  or  woo 
To  use  in  anythiiii:  ;i  trick  or  sleiijht. 
For  above  .all  thimrs  he  abhors  deceit; 

His  words  and  works  and  fashion  too 
All  of  a  piece,  and  all  are  clear  and  straight.  -'" 

Who  never  melts  or  thaws 
At  clo.'^e  tent  at  ions:  when  the  day  is  done. 
His  goodness  sets  not.  but  in  dark  can  run: 

The  sun  to  others  writeth  laws, 
And  is  their  virtue.  Virtue  is  his  sun.  » 


Who.  when  he  is  to  treai 
With  sick  folks,  women,  those  whom  pa.ssion.s  sway, 
Allows  for  that,  and  keeps  his  constant  wav; 

Whom  others'  faults  do  not  defeat. 
But  though  men  fail  him.  yet  his  part  doth  play.** 

Whom  nothing  can  pr-)cure. 
When  the  wide  world  runs  bias  from  hi.s  will. 
To  writhe  his  limbs,  and  share,  not  mend,  the  ill. 

' •       '■'"••^-:::an,    r5a:w    ali.'i    SUrC, 

Who  Still  is  right,  and  prays  to  be  .so  still.  » 

George  Herbert. 


■    ^, 
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A   MISICAI-   IXSTKIMIINT' 

What  was  he  iloiiiir.  tin-  ^ri'at  j:""'  l';iii. 

Down  ill  I  lie  rcnls  l)y  the  river; 
Spreading  ruin  aii'l  scaltcrinir  Ijan, 
Splashing:  and  paddlinu  willi  hoofs  of  a  t^oat , 
And  l)reakin,ti  llic  uoldcn  lilies  alloal 

Will  the  dratroii-fly  on  the  river. 

He  tore  out  a  reed,  the  trreat  irod   Pan. 

From  the  deep  cool  bed  of  the  river: 
The  limpid  water  iurl)idl\    ran. 
And  the  broken  lilies  a-dyiii^  lay. 
And  the  dratron-tly  had  lied  away. 

Ere  he  broujiht  it  o'l!  of  the  river. 

Hijrh  on  the  shore  sat  the  <:reat  <iod  Pan 
While  turhiilly  flowed  the  river: 

And  hacked  ;ind  hewed  as  a  irreat  lioil  can. 

With  his  hard  bleak  steel  at  the  [tatient  reed. 

Till  there  was  not  a  siun  of  the  leaf  indeed 
To  prove  it  fresh  from  the  river. 

He  cut  it  short,  did  the  jjroat  fiotl  Pan, 
(How  tall  it  stood  in  the  river!) 

Then  drew  the  pith,  like  the  heart  of  a  man. 

Steadily  f  om  the  outside  liuii. 

Ami  notched  the  poor  dry  empty  thiiiii 
In  holes,  as  he  sat  bv  the  river. 
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"This  is  the  way.' '  laughed  the  great  god  Pan  -' 

(Laughed  while  he  sat  by  the  river), 
"The  only  way,  since  goiis  began 

'  Pan — Pan,  the  pnd  nf  shcDhcds.  i"^  rpnrosi'nted  with  the 
head  and  b(Kiy  of  an  old  man',  and  the  lej^s  ears  and  horns 
of  a  ijt)at.  He  was  very  fond  of  music,  and  is  credited  with 
the  invention  of  the  shepherd's  tlute. 


SLEEP 
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To  iiiakc  sweet  music,  tliey  could  succeed." 
Then,  (iropp  im  his  moutli  ti;  ;i  hole  in  the  reed, 
He  Ijlew  i.i  poxser  \)\  the  river.  » 


Sweet,  sweet,  sweet.  O  I'an! 

Piercing  sweet  hy  the  ri\er! 
Hlindiii<^  sweet.  ()  <ireal  ^'od  I'an  I 
The  suti  on  the  hill  forjrot  to  die. 
And  the  lilies  revived,  and  the  dra<ron-fl\- 

("anie  hack  to  dreatii  on  the  river. 


ss 


Vet  half  a  beast  is  tlie  threat  trod  I'an, 
To  laujlh  as  he  sits  by  the  river. 

Makini;  a  poet  out  of  a  nian: 

The  true  irods  siiih  for  the  cost  and  pain,'  — 

For  the  reed  which  ^ntws  ne\erinore  again 
As  a  reed  with  the  reeds  in  the  river. 

El.IXAHKTII     HaHHKTT    BrowMNG. 


SI.KKP 


From  Ilt-nry  I\' 

How  nnany  thousand  of  my  poorest  subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep!     6  sleep,  O  gentle  sleep, 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forget  fulness?  » 

Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs, 
Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee 
And  iiush'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slumber, 
Than  in  the  perfumed  ch^mbe-^  of  the  "great, 
Under  the  canopies  of  costly  stai'--  '" 

And  luli'd  With  sound  of  sweetest  melody? 

•  The  cost  and  pain — The  poet  is  made  from  a  mere  man 
at  the  cost  of  much  pain  and  sorrow. 
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<)  tlidii  (lull  ^r,„|.  why  licst  flidu  with  the  \  ilo 

In  limtlisoiiic  lu'ds.  :iii(l  I  'avcst   the  kiii>.'lv  cniicli 

A  watch-case  or  a  coiniiion  'lanuii-hcH? 

Wilt  tliou  upon  the  hi^ih  and  ^iddy  mast  ' 

Seal  up  the  ship-hoy's  oyos,  and  rock  his  1. rains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surye 

And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds, 

\Vh(»  take  the  rudian  liillows  l.y  the  top, 

Curling  their  monstrous  heads  and  han«:in<:  them  -" 

With  deafening'  clamour  in  the  slippery  clouds, 

That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itself  awakes? 

('anst  thou,  ()  partial  sleep,  jxive  thy  repose 

To  the  wot  sea-hoy  in  an  hour  so  rude. 

And  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  nij,dit,  '-■' 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  hoot, 

I)eny  it  t(»  a  kin^'?     Then  happy  low,  lie  down! 

Ineasy  lies  the  heatl  that  wears  a  crown. 

Wll  MAM     SlIAKKSl'KAKK. 


ADDHIXS  TO  A  WILD  I)i:i:i{ 

Macmfipf.xt  creature!  so  stately  and  hri^dit! 
In  the  pride  of  thy  spirit  pursuing  thy  fli-iht ; 
For  what  hath  the  child  of  the  desert  to  dread. 
Wafting  up  hi.s  own  mountains  that  far  heaimn^^  head; 
Or  borne  like  a  whirlwind  down  on  the  vale!—  "^ 

Hail!  Vuvr  of  the  wiKl  and  the  l>eautiful!—  hail! 
Hail!  idol  divine!—  wJicm  nature  hath  borne 
O'er  a  liundred  hill  tops  since  the  mists  of  the  morn, 
Whom  the  pilgrim  lone  wandering  on  mountain  and 

moor. 
As  the  vision  frlides  by  him.  may  l)lanieless  adore;      »<* 
For  the  joy  of  the  happy,  the  strenfrth  of  the  free, 
Are  spread  in  a  garment  of  glory  o'er  thee: 
Up!  up  to  yon  cliff!  like  a  king  to  his  throne! 
O'er  the  black  silent  forest  piled  lofty  and  lone  — 
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A  throiio  whidi  the  c.-mlc.  is  l'I.hI  to  n-i«:ri 
Tnto  f(.(.fstrps  so  [\vv\  n\u\  s..  fcirlcss  :is  thino. 
There  t  lu«  l.ri-lit  lici.t  licr  sprir-^s  up  i„  |„v(.  „f  t  hv  hrfvint 
I--)!  tli(>  cI.ukIs  in  the  depths  <.f  the  skv  :ire  at   rest; 
And  the  rare  of  the  wild  win  Is  is  cVr  on  the  hill! 
In  the  hush  of  the  mountain^,  ve  antlers  lie  still!--  -" 
Tlw.uirh  your  branches  now  to^s'in  the  storm  of  deli^rht, 
I. ike  the  anus  of  the  pine  on  v-,,ti  shelterless  lieight , 
One  moment  -thou  hri-ht   apparition       delay! 
Then  melt  nVr  the  <•r^iL^s  like  the  sun  fn.m  the  day. 

His  voyairo  is  <.er        as  if  struck  hv  a  spell,  » 

He  motionless  stands  in  the  hush  of  the  dell; 
There  softly  aiui  slowly  sinks  down  on  his  breast, 
In  the  midst  of  his  pastime  enamour'd  of  rest. 
A  stream  in  a  clear  pool  that  endet  h  its  race, 
A  danciiifr  ray  chainM  to  otie  suiishinv  [)lair,' 
A  cloud  by  the  winds  to  calm  s(.litudo  driven', 
A  hurricane  dead  in  the  silence  of  heaven. 

I"it  cnuch  of  repose  for  a  f)ilf:rim  like  theo: 
Majrnificent  prison  enclosing'  the  free; 
With  rock  wall-encircled  —  with  precipice  crnwn'd  — « 
\\  hich.  awoke  by  the  sun.  thou  canst  clear  at  a  bound 
.Mid  the  fern  and  the  heather  kind  nature  doth  keep 
One  bright  spo,  of  .rreen  for  her  favourite's  sleep; 
And  dose  to  that  covert,  as  clear  to  the  skies, 
When  their  blue  depths  are  cloudless,  a  little  lake  lies,*" 
W  here  the  creature  at  rest  can  his  imajre  behold, 
Looking  up  througli  the  r-'diance,  as  bright  and  a.s  bold. 

Yes:  fierce  look.s  thy  nature,  e'en  hush'd  in  repose  — 

In  the  depth.s  of  thy  desert,  regardless  of  foes, 

Thy  bohl  antlers  call  on  the  hunter  afar,         '  « 

With  a  haughty  defiance  to  come  to  the' war. 

Xo  outrage  is  war  to  a  creature  like  thee; 

The  bugle-horn  fills  thy  wild  sjiirit  with  glee, 
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As  111. .11  hrarcsl   lliv  tir.-k  on  t  hi-  \\\\\ii<  ui  tl,,-  wind. 
An.l  flir  la^TKanlly  ;:ii/<'  li(iun<i   is  toilm;,'  l.cliiti<l.         '^ 
In  the  Ix'atiis  of  lliy  I'on'lica.l,  that  yliff cr  uitli  .'.'atli. 
In  led  that  draw  pourr  t'rniii  flu-  tinich  of  tfir  licatli. 
It^  the  wide  rariirin^'  torrent  that   lends  i  liee  its  n.ar. 
In  the  elilT  that,  (.nee  trod,  must   I.e  tiv.dden  no  riioro, 
Th}  trust        "mid  the  dan^'ers  that  tlireateri  thy  reiirn:'-'' 

^  Hut.  what  if  thestaj.'  on  the  mount  a  in  he  shiiii'.' 
On  the  brink  of  the  rock        h.!  he  standeth  at   hay. 
Like  a  vie  i or  that  falls  at   the  cfose  of  the  d;,y 
\N  hile  the  hunter  and  li(»inid  in  their  ternir  retreat 
Kroni  the  death  that  isspurn'd  fn.tn  his  furious  feet  :  — «« 
And  his  hist  cry  of  anj^er  comes  hack  from  the  ski(>s. 
As  nature's  fierce  son  in  i  he  wilderness  dies. 

.I"HN     Wmson-    (ClIHIsropiIKR   .\oRrn). 

TiiK  n:i{ii:("r  i.ifi-; 


It  is  not  {rrowinir  like  a  tree 

In  hulk,  doth  make  man  hefter  ho: 

Or  standiiifj;  lonjr  an  oak.  three  fiundrod  year. 

To  fall  a  lou;  at  last,  dry.  I)ald,  and  sear: 
A  lily  of  a  dav 
Is  fairer  far  in  May, 
Altl.oufih  it  fall  and  die  that  night: 
It  was  the  plant  and  flower  of  li<rht. 

In  PiTiail  proportions  we  just  heauties  see; 

And  in  short  measures  life  may  perfect  he. 

Bk\  Jo.vson-. 

iir.MAX  (;lory 

Frnm   flrnrv    I'll! 

Cromwkll.  I  did  not  think  to  i^hed  a  tear 
In  ;dl  my  miseries:  lint  thou  h.-ist  forced  me 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth,  to  play  the  woman. ' 
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AimI  -lr..|,  in  ,|„ll  ,.,,|,|  tiKiil.l,..  ul 
\"  ""•  """•••  niuM   Im-  li,.;,nl  Ml.  sav.  I  i;m-|,t   tli...-; 
>;.\.  WnUrv,  lh;,l   ..ti.-,.  tr.Ml  thr  wavs  (,f  «Iorv. 
A(mI  >nun.lc.|  all  ih,.  Wrptlis  ari.l  s|„.als  of  iM.nour, 
I  <'iui.|  iIhv  a  way,  ..iit  ,.|  l,is  urc-k,  f..  risr  in;       '  '" 
A  >iin-  aii.l  >alr  ,.ri<-,  tlh.iml,  ihv    mastrr  inissVl  if 
Mark  l.iit    inv  lall.  aii-l  ilial   i  l,al    rui.r-l  m,' 
(•n.,nu,-ll.  i  .•l.arirc  tiMT.  tl,„.  auav  atnl.iti.m: 
iv  ilia!   HI,  |,.||  ,|„.  ;,„.,.|.:   I,.,,,.  ,,.,„  ,„.,„_  ,,,,.^,^ 
I  lit-  itria-r  ul  Ins  Maker.  lin|M"  |..  win  l.v  if  '» 

l-"v<-  ll.ys,.||    |.,.t:    rlirn^h    iIh.m-    h.-arfs'ihal   liafo 

tlicc: 
('(•rrii|)ti(.n  wins  nui    ni,,n.  il,,.|n  Imnrsfy. 
Still  ill  thy  riiilii   hail. I  carry  -rcntic  |m';ic(', 
T(.  sil(>nc(>  (Mivi..u>  I ..„-„(•>.■     lie  jusr.  an.l'  f«.ar  ru.f  • 
Kh  all  tlu'  (Mhis  thou  aiin'st  at  ho  thv  country's,     •" 
Thy  Cods,  an.l  truth's;  tlion  if  t  liou  "fall'st ,  (>  Crom- 
well, 

Thou  fall'st  a  l)l(>sso(|  martyr!     Serve  the  kin«; 
And  prithee,  lead  me  in: 
There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  havo. 
To  the  last  |M>nny:   'tis  the  kini^'s:  my  roho,  » 

And  my  inKrrity  to  heaven,  is  all 
I  dare  now  call  mine  own.     ()  Cromwell,  Cromwell! 
Had  I  hut  served  my  Cod  with  half  the  zeal 
I  served  my  kin.i;.  he  would  lu.t  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemie.s.  ^ 

William  Shakespeare. 


OFF  KI\TKRK  \)V  LOUP 

O  .^HiP  incoming  from  the  .se;i 

With  all  your  cloudy  tower  of  .<=!ail 

Dashing  the  water  to  the  lee, 

And  leaning  grandly  to  the  gale; 
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\  nil    Ulll    tn---    nnu;ir.|    l(iU;ir,!-    l|i,.    lj-)il-, 

I  li.'ii   ~i>;.iil;Ic  ,,\  n-  i  he  |,,nfl\    ]ncv. 

l'.\     llllllllcl-    ulitiillicMlm    (.11    I  he    liciuh;-. 
!'•>     \r\,-\     l^iitll'l,.    l,l;,rK    ;,i,,l    ,]•■;, r. 

^  "II    \\lll    '^i<    I'll    I.cmwmI    I  tic    !  [<\c. 

'I"'"'"ll-li    iM-ilniiiiii-    iil;ii(i-   ,,t    nlixr  mmJiic. 
'rim'll-ll    |.;,|rr    -|,;,ll,,u.    1,.||,     .,,|,j    ^^,,|,,^ 

'I'!"'   r;i|.i,l^   |u1(m|   .-il,,!!-    I  he  Icl-v. 

At   •■vciiiim  (,11  Miiiir  rcclv  l,;,v 

">'""  ^^''1  -\\ini:  -1muI\   c.ii  \niir  chain, 

All'l    c;ilc||    !  he    >cc||I     Ml'    Wcw   .     h;i\-. 

>"!!     Iilnuiiu    fnilli    the    plc;|.;iiir     pi;,,,,. 
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